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To the friends who love the place I love, I 
bring this posy of old-world clover, for the 
sake of the hours — green, or golden — or 
grey — that we have spent together on level 
lawns, in sweet melancholy lanes, or by the 
winter hearth. 

MARY DEANK 
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THE ROSE-SPINNER 



PART I 



CHAPTER I 

SOTHERNWOOD CASTLE 

The tall wrought-iron gates^of the great avenue 
leading to Sothernwood Castle stand on the Fossway 
— that Roman road in the west by which so much 
history has rolled. Close by the park wall is the 
Three Shires Stone, a hoary cairn at the meeting- 
place of Wilts, Somerset, and Gloucestershire. 

It is a castle without records, yet standing as it 
does on a height above a deep gorge near enough 
to the Welsh Border^ to have kept watch over the 
excitable Land of Morgan, it must have had its day 
of importance. Parts of the building are old enough 
to have seen some service, but from time to time 
halls and towers have been added until it has grown 
into a long, imposing edifice. 

South-westward it looks across green valleys and 
curiously sudden knolls to the blue line of the distant 
Welsh mountains, over its own "Diamond wood," 
" Dicksnick," and " Cherrywood," and again through 
leafy scrolls below the cliff to where beautiful St 
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2 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

Catherine's Court nestles, an Elizabethan house that 
succeeded a choice cell belonging to Bath Abbey. 

Danes and Saxons, and all the rest who have 
fought for the land and built up the nation, have 
watered the red furrows with their blood, where 
peaceful, huge brown horses draw the leisurely 
plough; and black-faced lambs skip on "Wallers 
heaps," and round Sir Bevil Grenvil's monument 
where the battle of Lansdown was fought between 
the men of the old ideals and men of the new. 

John Meredyth was Squire of Sothemwood in 
1 7 19. His branch of the Brecon family had been 
Gloucestershire landowners for a hundred years and 
more. Like all Tory gentlemen he deeply resented 
the throne being occupied by the " Wee, wee German 
lairdie" who spluttered curses on England in a 
foreign tongue. 

But the country was rich and flourishing, and, in 
spite of political troubles, Mr Meredyth had passed 
twenty years of serene happiness among his fields 
and his books, with a wife he loved. A beautiful 
brood filled the nurseries of Sothemwood, and 
perhaps too much content is not fit in this uneasy 
world : his wife died when the youngest child was 
three years old, leaving him with two sons and six 
girls. Upon this crushing disaster the poor man 
locked himself into his study, only asking to be let 
alone ; but his two intimate friends, Mrs Blanchard of 
St Catherine's, and Lady Drake of Syston Court, 
began at once to look about for a second wife for 
him. 

Many letters, franked, sealed, and paid on delivery, 
were despatched about this business, but all to no 
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SOTHERNWOOD CASTLE 3 

purpose. Mr Meredyth took the old English way of 
laying the matter in the first place before his Maker. 
Then he consulted his library shelves. 

The boys did not matter, but for a lonely man to 
bring up six girls — oh, Heavens, what a plague of 
genteel governesses was in prospect ! 

" So specious a mischief is woman," he murmured, 
dipping into Euripides, and forgetting his griefs in 
speculating whether the Greek dramatist were a 
woman-hater or not. 

" John Milton looked for the bland, obedient Eve, 
to find only human nature in petticoats and ringlets," 
he mused. 

Then he questioned Steele and Addison. 

" The unaccountable humour of women," wrote Mr 
Steele, "in being smitten with everything that is 
superficial and showy ... a girl trained up in the 
conversation of ordinary women is in danger of every 
laced coat that comes her way." ("They shall not 
speak to a man under sixty unless he wears a cassock 
or a smock-frock ! ") " The evils of a ' low education ' 
suggested that he should teach them Greek. The 
reform of 'a romp' by means of dancing lessons 
pleased him better. Myrtilla was a romp. He might 
be able to say of her, ' My child has danced herself 
into my esteem. She showed in one quarter of an 
hour the innate principles of a modest virgin, a 
tender wife, a generous friend, a kind mother, and 
an indulgent mistress." 

Such was the art of dancing in the days of TAe 
Spectator. Finally, Mr Meredyth took a sheet of 
paper, and wrote out in a clear, scholarly hand. Dean 
Colet's rules for the scholars of St Paul's. 
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4 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

" Obey thy superiors. Revere thine elders. Be a 
fellow to thy equals. Be loving to thy inferiors. 
Lose no time. Wash clean. Be no sluggard. Learn 
diligently." He nailed this over the mantelpiece of 
the green parlour where the children did their lessons. 
Mrs Quirina Blanchard jogged up on a steady hack 
from St Catherine's to give a further dose of good 
advice. 

" As for your bevy of girls, Meredyth, they need 
no collars or backboards. Not a crook in their 
backs or their dispositions ! Mrs Sopworthy to teach 
them in the still-room, Parson Jennings to hear them 
their catechism, and a French mossoo from Bath to 
learn them to dance, and me to find husbands for 
them. Providence Himself could do no better for you." 

"Mr Addison accuses us of making the general 
mistake of taking care of our daughters' persons 
and neglecting their minds. But with such an 
example as my daughters have been blessed with 
they will make good wives, and the plag^ey young 
fellows will come a-wooing only too soon. I flatter 
myself, however, that my girls' inclinations will wait 
on my judgment." 

" Vastly fine ! But the sooner you dispose of your 
daughters the less likely they are to disappoint that 
agreeable prognostic. Every miss is alike in one 
respect — she has seen in fancy by the time she is 
sixteen a sprightly spark on bended knee, his five 
fingers in a white glove spread over the spot where 
a heart is supposed to be a-throbbing. I'll warrant 
even little Jane has burnt nuts and peeled apples 
to discover the letter o^ her sweetheart's name and 
the colour of his eyes." 
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SOTHERNWOOD CASTLE 5 

" * Moving toyshops/ so Mr Pope speaks of young 
women's hearts." 

" Tut, tut ! If your girls have a fault, which you 
will of course deny, it is that they have no care for 
the future." 

" A parcel of silly hoydens ! " 

Parental vanity was as patent in this ejaculation 
as the fondest praise could have made it 

Mrs Blanchard shook her head till the satin bows 
round her beaver hat quivered. She was saying to 
herself: "Bless the dear, good man, almost any fool 
would deal better with a family of six girls than your 
wise man ! What with his Greek, and his Stuarts, 
forsooth ! " 

The end of it was that the girls were left pretty 
much to themselves ; and as time wore on John 
Meredyth found, and was thankful for it, that his 
corn still made wholesome bread, the cream stood 
yellow in the dairy, his home-grown mutton and 
home-brewed ale did not disappear in the famine 
of his own heart. 

Michael, his heir, left college and was sent on 
" the grand tour " ; Henry was still at Winchester ; 
Myrtilla ruled at home, a light-hearted, light-headed 
despot Her godmother, Mrs Blanchard, duly took 
her to the Bath for a round of gaiety, where she was 
much admired, and fell in love with a dashing spark 
who lived by the green tables. When he fled by 
night from those whom he had robbed she frantically 
regretted that she had not shared his post-chaise. 
Briefly after that she wedded Sir Mark Beamish, who 
had, as they said then, " shaken the Ps^oda tree," and 
picked up a " plum " or two. 
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6 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

To give his blooming Myrtilla to a wizen East 
India potentate displeased John Meredyth, but his 
girl kissed him, and vowed she was as happy as a 
queen. 

Still, he was convinced that Sir Mark was dis- 
appointed . in the settlements, and his vanity was 
ruffled. He could not do very much for one out of 
eight children, and, of course, the eldest son's share 
must not be curtailed. Sir Mark was clearly a 
curmudgeon ! Vanity wears magnifying-glasses, and 
very likely Sir Mark's fidgets meant nothing but 
Indian nerves, and that so long as he had his lovely 
Myrtilla he did not care a fig whether her portion 
were a little larger or smaller. 

The idea once in his head, however, John Meredyth 
could not dismiss it. It came back like a peevish 
imp to sit at his hearth when the music of merry 
voices, and the gaiety of pretty faces, should have 
charmed the nagging creature of his fancy out of 
existence. 

He wished to be able to give each girl ten thousand 
pounds on her wedding day, without robbing Michael 
and Henry ; and in that same furrow of vanity was 
presently sown another notion. A new — a most 
attractive and exciting game of speculation was in 
vogue, and hearing from a distance of its possibilities 
he would say : " Well, well, great fortunes are being 
made just now. We shall see." 

In 17 19 Mr Meredyth made himself a present 
of a fine family " piece " on copper. One of the lost 
arts is that of posing a group ; this particular group 
was as charming in its pose as in its attractive faces 
and the graceful costume of the day. Mr Meredyth sat 
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in the midst in a black satin suit, and neat powdered 
wig. Michael and Henry leant on one another in 
the gentlemanly splendour of velvet and brocade, 
with swords by their sides, bunches of seals on their 
fobs, rich lace at throat and wrist 

The elder girls* rich dark hair was turned up under 
gauze caps with flowers in them ; the younger ones' 
chestnut locks fell on their shoulders. They all 
wore the perfection of girlish costume — worked 
-muslin, with broad sashes under the arms. A strong 
family type ran through the vivacious faces, though 
no two were strikingly alike. 

Myrtilla's liquid hazel eyes held a like sparkle 
with the diamond clasp under her tilted chin; the 
pearls worn by Roseia and Stella melted into the 
white throats they could scarcely enhance ; the 
coral necklaces of the little ones matched their lips. 

"A parcel of silly noddles!" Mr Mered)rth 
observed, with pride shining shamelessly in his good, 
grey eyes. 

" I should say that we might be called a handsome 
family," was the comment of Miss Jane, as she and 
Mrs Sopworthy, the housekeeper, were critically 
examining the picture. 

" Handsome is as handsome does," was the inevit- 
able rejoinder. " If you are nothing to boast of in 
looks. Miss Jenny, there's not one of your sisters has 
a lighter hand for pastry." 

"Soppy, my puff* paste may be foi^otten," said 
Miss Jane solemnly. "But I shall go down to 
posterity as a pretty girl, and I am vastly obleeged 
to the gentleman who has painted me.*' 

"I hope you may go down to prosperity. Miss 
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8 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

Jenny — and as for looks, why, a dollop o' red paint 
would set you up purely. But I did not come here 
to prattle, but to get you to go with the maids to 
the linen room, and untie the best hollands. Two 
more beds bespoke, and yesterday the master ordered 
three." 

"So much company! Oh, Soppy, what rapture! 
Soppy, did you ever guess a secret?" 

" If you go guessing, child, you will guess yourself 
into punishment you'll remember all your born days. 
A quiseting faggot you was always ! " 

Jane, who was a lanky young person of fifteen, 
turned a sharp gaze upward into Mrs Sopworthy's 
solid face, and became discretion itself. To put two 
and two together was a joy she had discovered early 
in life. She felt quite old now. 



CHAPTER n 

ON THE FOSSWAY ^ 

The name of Roseia occurs in the earliest records 
of the Princes of Powysland, and the Meredyths 
carried it on religiously, as they handed on their 
well-known ragged black lion holding up his broken 
chain. 

The Rose of Mered)^h was the luck of the House 
— at any rate it was very firmly believed that the 
generation which did not produce a daughter to 
bear the name was unlucky from first to last. The 
honour carried a special dower, represented in the 
eighteenth century by a property called Warmley, 
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adjoining another Gloucestershire seat — Syston — of 
which we shall hear more. 

Warmley Towers was let to John Meredyth's 
cousin Charles during Roseia's minority, or until her 
marriage. Myrtilla protested that all this honour 
and profit had by rights been hers. Of all the 
children christened in the banqueting hall of 
Sothemwood out of a bowl of Oriental china, only 
two had died, but one of these was the first-born 
Roseia, when Myrtilla had already received her name. 
Even when Lady Beamish was bidding her sisters a 
warm good-bye three days after her marriage, she 
did not forget to throw in, " If Warmley Towers had 
been mine, as it should be, I would have given you 
all junketings there every summer." 

Myrtilla's successor was no madcap. Roseia, the 
second, was a dainty creature with a will of her own, 
and ideas of her own. Mrs Blanchard had married 
off Myrtilla, but found with surprise that the younger 
sister was less easy to deal with. A girl's tantrums 
— her caprices of love and temper — went for nothing, 
but when the tiresome creatures were not all alike 
as plates on a dresser, easy to slip into place, what 
was a sensible woman to do ? 

It was all nonsense about the Rose of Meredyth, 
and the chit was a high-flyer in consequence. There 
was a glint in her eye when pretty fellows surrounded 
her at the Bath balls, hinting that she scarcely took 
them at their own price ; and the " glittering 
gewgaws," deemed by Mr Steele so perilous to 
heart and virtue, left her undazzled. 

She saw "nothing, and no one to be compared 
with Sothemwood and Mr Meredyth," and went 
back joyfully to her quiet home. 
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Perhaps the dignity to which she was bom, and 
the little halo of mystery encircling it, did affect her 
character. There were days — somewhat terrible at 
first — when she was required to sit in the Rose-room 
while it was being dusted and beeswaxed. Those 
serious, silent hours in the stately saloon were passed 
in sewing her sampler, and looking at curious wood- 
cuts in an old Bible. The thoughts that came to 
her tinctured her mind, and very likely ruled her 
life. What was the gilded " Bright " of a ball-room 
after Gideon, David, or Joseph? Her dim Vision 
was a hero — not a fop. 

Other duties were of a light description : to take 
the first sip of the punch-bowl on great occasions, to 
set light to the Christmas snap-dragon, to lead the 
dance at the Marshfield fair, to be crowned Queen 
of the Harvest, to put a torch to the Midsummer 
bonfire, and to make the flower-decked "Maiden" 
from the last sheaf of corn. Since strangers did not 
please her taste, Mrs Blanchard naturally looked 
near home for a husband for the girl, and lit upon 
young Sir Francis Drake, stepson to Fiennes 
Trotman of Syston. She and Lady Drake had a 
truly relishing bout of match-making over the 
couple of old play-fellows, and when Sir Francis 
came back from the grand tour with no thought but 
for the Rose of Meredyth, the accomplishment of the 
affair seemed a matter of certainty. 

It was October, and, with or without his gun, the 
road to Sothemwood knew him in all weathers. 

A certain Tuesday found him at the two o'clock 
dinner, and afterwards either rambling about with the 
girls or roaring a hunting song to their spinet and guitar. 
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But Roseia and Stella grew tired of the honest lad s 
company, the latter because her own dreams were 
so enthralling, the former for fear of the dumb, dog- 
like entreaty, the hot and cold hunger, in his brave 
brown eyes. So they handed him over, a good- 
natured prey, to the little girls who clamoured for 
him as playmate. After this it occurred to Roseia 
to escape from the perpetual movement, the tinkling 
chatter of home, and seek rare solitude on a favourite 
spot of hers. 

The wine of the vintage was still in October's veins ; 
the woods were a brown-gold splendour; sky and 
hills hazy blue, dipping into violet The smell of 
red earth, new corn-ricks, and great haystacks — ^the 
nutty fragrance of early autumn — filled the sweet air, 
and the birds were singing with abandon their sagas 
in the last warm sunshine of a happy year. 

From the top of the Three Shires Stone Roseia 
looked over the country-side she loved with all her 
heart The time-worn cairn was her resort when 
she wanted to disentangle herself from the infinitely 
little of daily life. 

That nook of earth has a charm that winds itself 
about the heart-strings. It is beautiful exceedingly 
with its lofty hill ranges, abrupt valleys, towering 
elms and oaks; with its flowery pastures, rapid 
streamlets set with primroses and violets, its winding 
lanes leading to half-hidden grey gables, its rich 
patches of shadow and bright melting distances. 
There is a glamour in the spirit of it that holds 
you fast — ^yes, when you are far away your heart 
must ache for want of its satisfying beauty if once 
the spell of it has been laid on you. 
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The girl perched on the old cairn, loved it dearly — 
was possessed with it Among all the wise, fanciful, 
or troubling thoughts that came to her, not one 
presented the dread of losing this familiar loveliness 
out of her life. Her clinging to home was so strong 
that she pushed from her the foreboding of marriage. 
Those were the days of family arrangements : a girl 
was required to marry young, and few were strong 
enough to resist their fate. Since Francis Drake had 
taken to falling into a half-animated jelly at the sight 
of her — a jelly with damp hands and stuttering 
tongue — he had become a danger. Already her 
father had stopped her short in some very trivial 
disparagement of the poor youth. 

And therefore some of her thoughts were 
troubling. 

Now for nearly two hundred years since Roseia 
mused in her ignorance on the top of that great pile 
of stone, the Press has taken love in hand, as if it 
were the North Pole of literary enterprise. Think 
how well read are the girls of to-day compared with 
her! Tens of thousands of novels, plays, poems, 
magazines, have been fitted out for the exploration 
of what no one understands until their own boat slips 
down the stream. But the freshness of the great 
Mystery abided with the girls who neither read 
nor discussed it, but only dreamed lovely dreams. 

Roseia was greatly interested in watching a pro- 
cession of strange cloud-shapes over her head, for 
the heavens by day or by night attracted and 
fascinated her. A shrouded white figure bearing 
a scythe went by — ^the great reaper, Death — and 
those others were his harvest. A sweet, tender 
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melancholy possessed her — what is short life that we 
should fret ourselves about its chances ? 

The circling flight of a hawk arrested her soaring 
thoughts. She hoped she should die young and 
have the wings of a bird in Heaven. There was 
a singular detachment about the girl; when love 
came — as it was sure to come to her, in solemn 
strength, god-like and regal — she found her feet 
on wholesome mother earth, but her face was still 
set to beyond the beyond. 

She was standing on the cairn, her hand on the 
flat top, when there was the quick trot of hoofs on 
the Fossway : no string of pack-horses, or lumbering 
wain, but a slight, clever-looking chestnut clipping 
along, with a rider to match. She stood like a little 
statue, her crimson hood drawn over her head, 
arrested by shyness, by doubt, by vivid curiosity, 
for the stranger, a slight-made, graceful man with 
a tinge of auburn in his tied back knot of hair, 
soberly attired for those decorative times, was — she 
was almost sure — not quite a stranger. -' ^^ ' ^ ' 

But when he drew up suddenly, bowing with the 
grace that was an item in a gentleman's breeding, 
fixing a pair of clear, reflective, observant grey-blue 
eyes on her, the faint pink deepened in her cheeks, 
and the trouble of a snared wild bird fluttered her 
pulses. 

There was no mischief in his frank gaze, only 
an alert, kindly eagerness — such a glance as can 
belong but to a very sweet nature, after rugged 
and bitter experience of life, such as had traced 
certain lines on this clear face. It was a face worth 
looking at, though not expressly handsome — the broad, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



14 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

well-domed forehead of a thinker, the square genial 
jaw, the impulsive, gently humorous mouth, the fine 
aquiline nose, and then those full, steady, well-set 
eyes like the summer sea. 

He had a voice to suit— quick, decided, and ringing, 
a true tenor fit for singing ballads, if that were his 
fancy. When he spoke, the potent charm of his 
personality was in look, word, and bearing. The 
girl's heart swayed to it, for this was the moment 
for which it had been unconsciously waiting. 

" The Rose of Meredyth ? " 

For the first time Roseia knew that the words 
were beautiful. 

"I am Mr Meredyth's daughter, Roseia," she 
answered as meekly as though she had been saying 
her catechism. 

" And I am Harry Alexander." 

" Are you ? I thought " 

He smiled at her surprise. 

" Yes, we have met before — ^that is, seen one another 
at Syston Court, in the garden. They call me Sandro 
there — for reasons. I am supposed to be a foreigner." 

" But you are not ? Then Lady Mary ? " 

"My great-aunt. Miss Meredyth, I ventured to 
address you because I have a letter to be given into 
your father's own hand, and this is a lucky chance." 

He sprang from the saddle, and took a sealed 
enclosure from his breast. 

" If I may request you," he said. " To say the truth, 
my time is exceedingly short." 

With a quick movement he put his hand under her 
wrist and assisted her flight to the ground. He was 
rather under than over middle height, but with muscles 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ON THE FOSSWAY 15 

like fine steel. He dropped her hand gently, but he 
had held it for an instant — an instant of warm, full 
life. To realise deeply that you live is the only earthly 
thing worth calling joy. 

"My credentials," he said, showing her between 
finger and thumb a ring. 

She took it daintily. Between open-worked gold 
shoulders was a white rose with green leaves on a 
blue ground, and round the hoop the words, " Quarit 
Patriuy CcBsarem*' 

" The country desires its king," she murmured, 
kissing the ring. 

He took it back thoughtfully, and said : " Put that 
letter into your bosom, Rose of Meredyth." Then 
added with a sudden touch of severity : " But if you 
are here to meet a privileged friend, I will not trouble 
you." 

" Sir, I came here only to be alone, and think very 
foolish thoughts. You must not think otherwise." 

" Should I wrong the folded rose-bud ? " 

There was kindliness and melancholy in his tone 
as he asked the question. He was a man of quick, 
changing moods, and without looking for an answer, 
he got lost in the depth of a brief frowning reverie 
from which he came back to say, in his first frank 
manner: "I perceive a blocked doorway into your 
father's park — no other — was that done to keep the 

nestlings within safe bounds ? If so " His eyes 

laughed. 

"It was blocked up after Nell Meredyth eloped 
that way with a rebel Roundhead," Roseia answered 
simply. " Her name was struck out of the pedigree." 

" She was loyal to her outlaw." 
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" Yes. They did all they could to make her give 
him up." 

"I will drink to Nell Meredyth's memory in the 
Rose-room to-night. God bless all women who are 
true to rebel and outlawed men ! " 

Roseia's lips parted with thoughts too quick for 
utterance. 

He was in the saddle again the next moment. 

" She was not the Rose ? " He bent down, as he 
asked the question, to meet her eyes, 

"Oh, no! That would have been indelible dis- 
honour." 

The answer came without a moment's hesitation. 
With a sweeping bow he rode off — rode erect and 
even jauntily until he turned down Abbots Coomb 
Lane, and then he bent his head like a man under a 
burden, while across his comely face passed an ex- 
pression harassed and bitter to ugliness. With a 
deep-drawn sigh he took off his low-crowned beaver 
hat as if its weight oppressed him, and staring blankly 
before him muttered the one word ** Indelible." Then 
again : " Even that innocent child knows that there 
is such a thing as indelible dishonour." 

The gall of very bitter experience was on the lips 
of the man. He was no saint, and he was not through 
with the furnace yet — what was splendid had yet 
to be smelted from the dross of a reckless, careless 
embittered human nature. He had an empty heart, a 
desolated life. Stern, passionate loyalty to a cause 
in which he was too reasonable fully to believe, was a 
poor anchor for his mind, but it held passably well. 

He rode down the hilly lane between hedges 
wreathed in wild clematis, by " End of all Things " 
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copse, glorious in October dyes, careless of the beauty 
round him, and of the mystic circlings of the hosts of 
starlings and song-birds, noisily disputing for quarters 
in the tree-tops. Lover of birds as he was, he was 
heedless of what he had watched by the hour at times, 
pipe in mouth. 

He was a smoker, though it was not the fashion in 
his day. But a very few miles from that spot is South 
Wraxall Manor House, where, in a beautiful little 
panelled room, Walter Raleigh taught the Walter or ^ 
William Long of that day to smoke the strange weed, 
and the pipe never lacked its devotees from those 
days onwards, even through Georgian decades of 
snuff-taking. 



CHAPTER HI 

AN OLD friend's FOLLY 

A DRAUGHT of Fortune's sparkling champagne was 
in the veins of the girl as she ran home across the 
park. Pure and simple joy and gladness is part of 
the lost heritage for which we are for ever and ever 
searching ; and now and then a pin-prick ray of it 
falls on some upturned face. 

In that new radiance it seemed surprising that 
her light feet were still on the earth rather- than 
flying through the air. Her father's troubled face 
sobered her as she handed him the sealed letter — 
with a pang at parting with it. 

"From whose hand did you receive this, child?" 
he asked, after a glance at the contents. 

" Mr Harry Alexander gave it me." 
B 
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She had uttered the name for the first time aloud. 
Unfamiliar to her lips, it was already familiar to her 
heart, and there was a touch of profanity in speaking 
it It was her secret 

" Forget that name, daughter. These are days in 
which men carry their lives in their hands — and 
other lives more precious than their own. The Rose 
of Meredyth, however, knows she must not chatter. 
See, I bum this." 

Outside the library door she was met by the patter 
of little shoes, preluding the appearance of a couple 
of pretty excited faces. Dulcy and Chatty had run 
breathlessly to tell that the red flag was flying from 
St Catherine's, the signal of a visit from Mrs Quirina 
Blanchard. Roseia turned back to announce this 
news to her father. 

" Of all days in the year why should my good old 
friend choose this for one of her rare visits?" Mr 
Meredyth exclaimed, tramping about the room in 
his agitation. " We are all in a confounded pother. 
Well, well — see that she has a proper reception, child, 
and remember — no tricks with finger-glasses when 
the King's health is drank!" 

Jane Meredyth was in the still-room with Mrs 
Sopworthy when Dulcy and Chatty brought the 
news of the red flag. 

" Lack-a-daisy me ! " cried the busy housekeeper. 
" That means another bed, and me marking off" the 
linen-pattern chamber for his Lordship — when madam 
will He in no other ! " 

" For pity's sake, Soppy, what Lordship is coming?" 
Jane b^ged to know. "I do so love lords with 
coronets and ermine." 
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"And I wish they was further — bringing into 
jeopadry precious lives," muttered Mrs Sopworthy. 
" Run away, my dears ; it has given me a turn to 
hear of madam's coming with those quiseting folk 
of hers." 

Jane admired administrative capacity, and was 
ambitious of knowing as much about conserves and 
preserves as Mrs Sopworthy herself. Already she 
could pounce in a moment on what happened to 
be wanted, whether it was lily-leaves in brandy, 
dried hops, dandelions, roasted acorns, or what not. 
She had come to pray to know the names of the 
dishes to be set out for the Rose-room banquet — 
though she had no business to be aware that such 
a banquet was impending. 

"Such a feast of fat things. Soppy!" she sighed. 
" I could smell cakes and raspberry jam at the top 
of the ivy tower. Virtuous Soppy, do tell me all ! " 

Mrs Sopworth/s pride got the better of her 
prejudice against imparting information to the young. 
She began reeling off the First Course. "A soup 
puree removed with a carp — Mrs Cook was fit to 
weep for a salmon — oh, might ha' bin, say I — life's 
made up o'-might-ha'-bins ! Shoulder o' mutton 
in epigram; ham (will cut pink as coral), beef 
tremblongue ; pork cutlets with sauce Robert ; 
boiled turkey; roast capon (fat as butter), giblet 
pie; Scotch collops; oyster loaves; celery sauce, 
stew'd cabbage, and other vegetables. 

"Second Course," went on Mrs Sopworthy, with 
sparkling eyes, "wild duck; stew'd eels; a hen's 
nest in jelly; lambs' tails au Beshemel; roast hare; 
sweetbreads k la dauphin ; three partridges ; plovers' 
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eggs with sorrel; florendines; Rhenish cream; 
French flummery ; a quarter of house-lamb ; green 
almond tarts ; cheese curd ; tansy pancakes ; marrow 
pudding; parmazan annulets. Then as to dessert, 
there's my cherries preserved with leaves and stalks, 
and peach-blossom syrup. If I could not set my 
table with candied fruit crisper and tastier than 
Madam Blanchard ever sees, Td end my days in 
a one-room cottage." 

"French flummery — the meat my soul loveth!" 
sighed Miss Jane. " Do let us have some for supper, 
good Soppy." 

"Oh, shocking — I do believe you be talking 
scripture! You'll come to no good, Miss Jenny, 
such a quiseting, caddling parcel o' goods as you 
be — with a thumb in every pie." 

"Now, Soppy, when I was just going to odds 
the linen for you again, if you'll just give me a 
jumble out of the dear little brown canister ! " 

"There, go along then, and odds his Lordship 
from the Linnen pattern room to the oak room." 

Jane ran off with a crisp jumble in her hand, and 
flew against Stella running in from the garden, her 
blue eyes bright as church candles. The sisters 
linked arms, and lovely Stella panted in Jane's ear : 
"Jane, Jane, you always know everything — is it a 
Rose-room meeting, and who is coming?" 

" White roses ; and I bet a brandy ball that papa 
is hugely put about by Madam Blanchard's visit 
to-day." 

Stella's delicate face flushed transparent scarlet. 

"Jane, I wish I knew " she began, and stopped 

short 
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" ril watch," returned Jane, 

Her sister nodded, squeezed her arm, and ran 
away. 

"That is love," mused Miss Jane. "It has not 
pleased Providence to make me pretty like the 
others, yet I know I am vastly genteel, and I'll not 
be done out of knowing what it feels like even if 'tis 
perfectly horrid." 

Mrs Quirina Blanchard arrived on a pillion behind 
her faithful man Jacob, and was received by the 
whole family in the hall, while Mr Meredyth went 
on to the flags to hand her down. 

" The Lord help me if I've got my best petticoat 
splashed," were her first words. " Dunstable is in a 
tantrum already. Good-day to you, Meredyth — 
good-days to you, little misses — and Sopworthy and 
Barton. Lord, the mire ! A positive muck-pit where 
the clay lies ; Jacob as sulky as old Nick — swearing 
there was not a horse to carry me." 

They went on into the banqueting hall, the short, 
square figure of the visitor led courteously by the 
Squire's hand. 

The " best petticoat " was of green shag-cut velvet, 
bordered with classic ruins in chenille and gold, over 
which an orange cloth habit was buttoned. Above 
this was a large head, with many lace frills tied down 
under a flat beaver hat. 

"Dunstable's courting Jacob," Mrs Blanchard ran 
on. "He is twenty-six years her junior, and she 
stands sponsor for all his lies. Why Providence 
packs the world with fools I never pretended to 
understand. Dulcy is grown a great girl to be 
nursing a wooden baby. Stella looks like a wax 
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candle — pray, has she taken to eating slate pencils 
or wall-plaster? Tve a famous receipt for hysterical 
waters ; Til see Mrs Sopworthy about it — betony, 
lovage, mugwort, wild parsnip seeds, piony roots, 
two quarts of brandy, and dried misletoe. I wish 
I had a guinea for every whimsical female IVe 
cured with that mixture! Who hem-stitched your 
pin-before, Chatty ? Homespun diaper was esteemed 
good enough for my aperns when I was a child. 
Roseia, is it the latest ton^ pray, to wear one shoe 
with a buckle, the other with a bow? When I 
have had my chat with your papa, you may bid 
Sopworthy send me a glass of her parsnip wine, 
and a slice of her plum gingerbread, into the green 
parlour. Chatty, my love, I'm sorry to see your 
thumb in your mouth ; 'twill have to be dipped in 
red pepper if you don't mend of the trick." 

The Meredyths were used to the inquisition, and 
Heaven had given them sweet tempers, so they 
only exchanged round-eyed looks when dismissed, 
and chuckled a little among themselves. 

"And, Rose, you really have changed only one 
shoe," said Miss Jane curiously. " I'll fetch you the 
other." 

Roseia looked down at her mismatched feet, and 
laughed a troubled, deprecatory little laugh. How 
came she to be so absorbed in her own thoughts 
as to forget? She felt ashamed. 

And now Mr Meredyth's turn had come. Mrs 
Quirina took snuff and began : " My good friend, I've 
not cluttered up through the mud just to ask you how 
you do. I'm a plain-spoken woman, and I ask you 
what you mean by putting your person and your 
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estate in peril just now, when the very pot-boys are 
on the qui vive for a plot. Do you know that Ralph 
Allen in Liliput alley, has just stopped a cart loaded 
with ammunition and weapons for these western 
counties ? Pray God, you know nothing of the affair." 

"So the gossips are busy?" 

"Aye — when are they silent? Tm but an old 
frump, but I can get information out of a stone — 
at least a stone-deaf person. Jacob Pillenger is 
all for the Stuarts — for why? His 'vayther and 
hur vayther was king's men.' But Dawson, my 
bailiff, is all for the Protestant Succession so as to 
keep Pope and Pretender from re-lighting the fires 
at Smithfield. Here sit you on a barrel of gun- 
powder with a candle to light your musings, and 
a parcel of helpless children tied to your coat-tails : 
so here am I, whom nobody can accuse of forgetting 
to pray for the king it has pleased Providence and 
Parliament to fetch us out of an atheistic German 
toy-box, to keep you in countenance, Mr Meredyth. 
What ? a private meeting of suspected persons, when, 
as every one knows, the white rose was handed round 
at a Bath Assembly ten days ago, and the place 
swarms with Jacobites and informers I" 

"So?" 

"Yes, yes! Everything gets in the wind. My 
Lord Combury was present, Mr Lacy, and the rest ; 
likewise that gambling Jezebel Lady Carmillion — 
a terrible tongue! — the Honourable Mrs Alexander, 
her friend, who hates her like poison, and Quirina 
Blanchard, at your service, who cut short her cards, 
scandal, and baths that she might do an old friend 
a service — if he were not too obstinate an old fooL" 
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"You are ever good to me and mine, madam. 
As for to-night, circumstances of the most imperative 
nature—" 

"Possibly. But we may throw a bit of sand in 
the eyes of impertinent folk. I am here from my 
Lady Drake to beg the honour of your daughter 
Roseia's hand for the young baronet" 

"She does me much honour. The young man 
has my entire approval. One quince of a nabob 
is enough in my family. Warmley Towers is my 
girl's for life, and I will do what I can, but eight 
children are a drain on a man's moderate fortune." 

" Vastly well. Here is Stella, lovely as a picture, 
treading on Roseia's heels. Lord, how well I could 
have matched the silly minx ! but she had no eyes 
but for that modish sprig with empty pockets, 
Tracy Carmillion. By the way, is it true that 
Tracy is one of you ? " 

"Madam, you put me in a quandary." 

" Enough ! I don't like it ; the young gentleman 
has his way to make, and is secretary to a Whig. 
He is playing false one side or the other. I'd not 
trust his mother's son — not I ! True, he is a 
charmer, and maybe not invulnerable against 
Cupid's dart — and Stella is a beauty, as well as a 
whimsical baggage; yet the butter on his bread is 
Hanoverian, if he has any sense in his pretty head." 

" I do not apprehend that there is any romantical 
fancy in the business," said John Meredyth, who 
was apt to think things were as he would have 
them be. 

And then Mrs Blanchard had him over the coals 
again for his dabbling in treason. She had come 
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to scold, and she did not spare, but as usual in 
voluntary advice a great deal that she said was 
wide of the mark. 



CHAPTER IV 

"THE ROSE OF MEREDYTH " IS LECTURED 

It was Roseia's turn next, and as Mrs Blanchard sat 
opposite the girl, a gossamer handkerchief spread on 
her knees to catch the crumbs of gingerbread, her 
small twinkling eyes fixed on her victim, her nimble 
tongue clapping its best, she said to herself with 
sudden conviction: "Lord bless me, what a lovely 
creature it is ! " 

Roseia's dark brown head was poised as gracefully 
as a wind-flower's, her pointed, oval face-^the rather 
peculiar shape you find in the best Welsh type — was 
clear white; her eyes were limpid green-hazel in 
beautifully moulded and pencilled setting — eyes full 
of sympathy and interest, steadfast, but a little 
dreamy. Her mouth was somewhat quaint in its 
coral curves, dipping in the middle, and the upper 
lip slightly pouting. She was a violet under the 
modest shade of her own leaves, but the very reverse 
of insipid. Myrtilla dazzled, but she fascinated. 
Her expression was full of subtle changes — of sweet- 
ness, humour, soft enthusiasm, and the gladness of 
a curiously spiritual nature. There was not too much 
or too little in anything about her, and perhaps grace 
of mind and body was what summed up the general 
impression. 
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"Roseia, you have got into a stuck maze of 
dreaming," said old Quirina presently. " Have you 
heard what I have been saying to you about Sir 
Francis Drake ? " 

"I think so, ma'am. Pray, excuse me for being 
distray. My wits go a-wool-gathering at times." 

Suppose she had spoken the bare truth, she 
would have said, " I see the face of a man — I hear his 
voice. A call has come to me, the call of a heart to 
a heart. I must follow, follow, follow — away and 
away, even though it be into the desert And yet 
it is not so much as what is, as what is to be." 

Had she spoken these mysteries aloud Mrs 
Blanchard would have had the girl in bed in no time, 
with hot bottles to her feet, and a blister behind her 
ear, for the world is not ripe for frankness. 

" You're a lucky girl," the dame went on. " And 
rU see there is no delay about the marriage. A 
young man should be taken on the hop." 

" But I do not mean to take him at all, ma'am." 

** Then you are out of your mind, child, and don't 
know your duty." 

" I've no mind to marry yet, and I shall tell papa." 

" Heighty-tighty, Miss! Don't tell me that you 
have some love stuff in your head. In your station 
in life 'tis improper. Your dairymaid may warble 
o* love across the g^een, but your duty is to make a 
good match. Love, my good girl, is sweet stuff that 
makes you sick, but we came into the world to be 
wedded. As for choice, pray do you choose parents, 
or brothers and sisters, or children ? And yet most 
respectable folk pull along well enough without 'em- 
'Tis your papa's business to choose your husband, 
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and yours to make the best of him. What choice 
did I have, when my father ordered me into his gun- 
room to listen to Mr Blanchard, who was a trifle 
unsteady on his legs on account of having took 
Dutch courage freely on the way thither. What 
you want you never get in this world: what 
I broke my heart over was a pretty comet of 
dragoons. I behaved shocking, but I thanked 'em 
afterwards. 

"Your nose and chin would work out sweetly in 
court plaister, I confess, but you must not depend too 
much on good looks ; you must remember the man 
who walked through the wood finding no stick 
straight enough for him, and was obliged to pick up 
a crooked one at last" 

"I wish to avoid taking a stick which would be 
crooked for me, though straight for some one else." 

" I was no beauty, but I had wits. Mr Blanchard 
married me for my portion and my sharp tongue. 
*Quirina,* my mother used to say, *you have no 
fortune in your face, but you may do as well as any 
toast if you know your market' " 

" Does any one in England speak of marriage as a 
market, ma'am?" 

Mrs Blanchard rubbed her truculent nose and 
grunted. " I wish my good friend, Mr Meredyth, may 
not have laid up trouble for himself with allowing his 
daughters to have opinions of their own," she said, 
evading the question. " But enough for the present of 
your affairs, child ; I'd let you know that your papa is 
in a way to find himself in a pretty pickle with his 
private assemblies of disaffected gentlemen. You 
must all be as wary and discreet as 'tis in the power of 
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a pack of girls to be. There are rumours of a rising, and 
some trouble-peaces are for getting the gentleman from 
across the sea over here, which would be your father's 
death and your beggary. There are certain women 
at the Bath — such as my Lady Carmillion, who has a 
reputation as spotted as a carriage dog's skin — ^who are 
enough to stir up the dregs of discord in the three 
counties. The Honourable Mrs Alexander is another 
— a most virtuous woman with a heart like a pebble, 
and an eye to match. They say she never loved her 
only child, but that was a shocking story." 

" Was that a nephew of Lady Mary's, ma'am ? " 

Roseia dropped her eyes as she waited in tense 
anxiety for the reply. 

" Her grand-nephew. A bright, promising lad full 
of mischief when I knew him ; ran away to sea — was 
brought back, more's the pity! I've heard that his 
wildness broke his mother's heart — a tough morsel to 
break, says I ; but the end of it wounded her pride 
to the quick. He can never show his face in England 
again, at least not without peril to his life. Well, 
well, the less said soonest mended." A pinch of 
snuff put an end to the subject. 

Afterwards Roseia was vexed at her own cowardice 
in not attempting to hear more, but a strange con- 
striction about the heart, and a total lack of words, 
made it seem impossible to ask another question. 
Those were not days when young persons were 
permitted to ask of their elders things they thirsted 
to know: a full stop made an impassable barrier, 
so Roseia did not even learn the name of that 
young man, though in her heart she knew that it 
was "Harry." It was hard that directly upon that 
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sun-burst of delight followed a nip of storm and 
frost Was it possible that Harry Alexander 
belonged to the wicked of this world? Was he 
a bad man — who looked so like a true knight? 
Could a bad man gaze kindly at you with eyes so 
clear and steady? Suddenly Roseia found herself 
ranged on his side ready to defy a worldful of 
accusations. 

"I know," she said to herself. "And they are 
all wrong if they blame him. He is loyal to his 
king, and that is his crime." 



CHAPTER V 

KITTY PRICKER TAKES AN AIRING 

Never to go back if one can go forward is a good 
maxim ; but a thread of this story needs to be 
picked up before getting on to that eventful 
October evening. 

In 17 19 Bath was a much smaller city than in 
Miss Austin's days, nearly all cramped within walls 
with four gates, and the space afterwards partly 
occupied by the "White Hart," and later still by 
the "Grand Pump Room Hotel," was then the site 
of a huge straggling hostelry called "The Bear." 

A few days before our opening day, Lady 
Carmillion was lounging at a window of this inn, 
her fine eyes sunk in their sockets, her lean, not 
too clean fingers toying with a dirty pack of cards. 
Without her paint and patches, her face, lined and 
hs^gard by evil-speaking and gaming, was a yellow 
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wreck. Her undressed head was tied up in its 
morning cap, or kerchief. 

In the adjoining room, her humble companion, 
Kitty Pricker, was curling and powdering her wig; 
and a desultory tittle-tattle had been exchanged 
through the open door. 

" Kitty ! " screamed Lady Carmillion in her parrot 
voice. "I see Mr Carmillion riding into the yard. 
Put on your hat, and take Spot and Fido for an 
airing. I'll not have you sitting mute, pretending 
not to hear a word while I am conversing with my 
son. Make eyes at him if you choose to be a fool, 
but not in my presence." 

Miss Pricker appeared in the doorway neatly 
covered up in a linen overall, and looking as meek 
and phlegmatic as one could desire. She had a 
round pussy-cat face with faint eyebrows and 
curious up-turned comers to her thin lips. She 
was faintly coloured like a crumpet, but with pots 
of paint at her command that defect could be 
easily remedied. Furthermore, she dressed beauti- 
fully, and had a pretty figure. Add some brains 
to the whole, and subtract conscience and heart, 
and you will find the sum works out towards 
success. 

She brought the gossip of the town to her 
employer without offending anybody, for she was 
a neat flatterer. For good food and smart idle- 
ness she endured her white slavery with equanimity, 
taking out payment in stealthy hints which left 
the world with no illusions concerning Lady 
Carmillion's character. 

She had been one of the many children of a 
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curate who had married a country town milliner's 
apprentice, and oh, how she loathed the poverty of 
her early years! She was not imaginative, but she 
had evolved a suggestion of a brilliant left-hand 
parentage. "Princess Emily expressed a wish to 
see me," she would murmur diffidently, " but royalty 
has a short memorj^, alas ! " 

Having received her orders she gathered up two 
yapping lap-dc^s, and descended the stairs just as 
Mr Carmillion was mounting them. 

"What? Sent out of the way, Kitty?" said the 
young gentleman jestingly. 

Kitty answered demurely: "Yes, sir, to take 
an airing in Hetling Court, a pleasant, retired 
promenade." 

" Faith, yes ! I stroll there, sometimes, myself." 

" A nice dry pavement, sir." 

A glint of Miss Pricker's narrow eyes^ and that 
was all. As she walked through the market-place 
at the only time in the day she could very well 
walk alone, she espied a broadsheet stuck on a 
board outside the old Guild Hall. Half a dozen 
men and boys were talking excitedly over it, and 
the group was added to every mom^t. Even a 
market woman with a huge basket on each arm, 
stopped, though she could not read. 

Then came bawling up the road the town-crier, 
swinging his bell, and hoarsely yelling, " Oyez ! oyez ! 
oyez!" He flourished a handful of broadsheets. 
Kitty watched the crimson face, cocked hat and 
long coat approaching in the gutter, and looking 
at her you really might have believed you saw a 
tortoiseshell cat with its paw on a live mouse. 
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"Oyez! oyez! oyez! Be it known to all faithful 
subjects of King George — this is to proclaim — a 
hundred thousand pounds reward — person of James 
Francis Stuart— dead or alive!" 

The yells became gibberish, as the half-drunken 
crier passed into Walcot Street A woman who 
had run out of a baker's shop burst out crying. 
Two gentlemen passed by exchanging low, excited 
words, their faces set and pale. A faint, dull pink 
overspread Miss Pricker's countenance. "Oh, what 
a sum ! It had been dancing in her head all last 
night And for what? Merely for ridding thd 
country of a warming-pan prince ! " 

Of course, any one who had a liking for blood- 
money assumed the truth of the notable lie about 
the warming-pan. 

Old gabled Hetling House, the town house of the 
Skrine family, stood in its paved court near St John's 
Hospice. There were gates between the stone piers 
then, and it was a popular thoroughfare. Painted 
sedan chairs jogged along to the Pump-house, or the 
King's bath ; vendors of cakes, crumpets, butter, eggs, 
syrops, clattered in pattens over the stones; boys 
chalked the corners for a game as old as the Roman 
occupation of Britain, and were cuffed by a beadle 
with staff and gown. A bishop in wig and flowing 
silk robe, went by arm-in-arm with a dean in full 
wig and bands. A couple of serving-men followed a 
fashionable physician with his chair, while he aired 
himself, gold-headed cane in hand. 

It was a gay, busy, squalid scene — ^very picturesque, 
too. Hetling House is a church-house now, and all 
its fun is over. 
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Miss Pricker gazed in at some coarse cherries and 
roses in a milliner's casement, and planned the dis- 
posal of a hundred thousand pounds ; and presently 
her patience was rewarded by the entrance of 
Mr Carmillion, who came between the stone pillars 
from Westgate. 

" I swear I have been harangued for an hour," he 
said, joining the discreetly muffled young person, 
who was leading a couple of fat toy spaniels. 

" You heard the proclamation, I suppose ? " 

" Curse it — ^yes ! " 

"And you received my billet?'^ 

" Yes, my dear." 

"My dear — from Mr Carmillion to his mother's 
humble dependent sounds somewhat familiar. But 
let that pass." 

« Little devil— little devil ! " he murmured. « Well, 
Kitty, what do you want ? Not to scold, eh ? " 

" Did you ever hear me scold ? I am your friend 
as usual. If you keep a cool head, Mr Carmillion, 
your fortune is made. But is your head any the 
cooler for these frequent rides to Sothemwood Castle? 
I cannot afford to be romantical — ^you cannot — I 
presume the young ladies of Sothemwood may." 

" Little devil ! " repeated Carmillion, biting his red 
lips. "You must tempt me too, must you? Her 
ladyship is mad over that damnable proclamation." 

"Addressed to King George's faithful lieges — of 
whom I am one," said Kitty firmly. 

" You forget that I " 

" Not at all. Who should know so well as I that 
your right hand has been dabbling in the Stuart 
fish-pond, while your left is in the Hanoverian? 

C 
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Did you ever hear of dropping between two stools, 
sir? The time is short: you are pledged to this 
secret meeting — for which you will certainly be 
disgraced — that means ruined — unless you send an 
express to Mr Aislebie at Reading, and another to 
Corsham. He and Mr Secretary Craggs are due 
at the Bath, as you very well know, in three days' 
time. They must hasten — they must arrive, not 
here, but at Sothemwood Castle on the night of 
that meeting. Put this and that together, and I wager 
that the game will couch at Hazelbury or the Castle 
that night. Tis hard they are not more frank with 
their agents; but that Captain Alexander is the 
very mischief to deal with in spite of his easy, 
careless manner." 

" I have found the fellow abrupt and morose for 
my part — ^jealousy, I apprehend. He has gone deep 
in, I wish I knew more. I think he was outlawed 
after the '15 — four years ago— a paltry fellow!" 

Miss Pricker smiled, and glanced up at her 
handsome companion. 

"How beautiful your coat is, sir!" she observed 
with mildness. "And that French waistcoat — and 
how purely they become a man of your figure and 
air. Can you wonder if inferior beings should be 
jealous ? " 

His face had become ash-pale, his lips twitched, 
and his fine nostrils were pinched. 

"My father's sword hangs up in my rooms," he 
said with apparent irrelevance. 

" With a hundred thousand pounds at your disposal 
you can afford to throw away a piece of old iron. 
Did you intend to hang on to the skirts of great 
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men until you were kicked off— to dangle in ante- 
rooms — to watch their sons and nephews and brothers- 
in-law step over your head? I am not clever like 
you, Mr Carmillion, but I would I had your chances. 
A poor girl — what can I hope ? Nevertheless, I can 
help you. My name on the letters you send, and a 
poor ten thousand pounds or so out of the hundred 
thousand, and no one need ever know that you took 
the reward — except indeed the two men who will 
thank you — Sir Robert Walpole and Mr Craggs. 
As for me, notoriety will make my fortune." 

" The eggs will be broken, but the omelette made," 
he commented lightly. 

"The two stools," she urged, "think of them. 
The one on four stout l^s — Possession, Purse 
Parliament, Protestantism. 'Tother has but three 
— all rotten: a worm-eaten name, a tag-rag of 
Irish rebels, and a French king. I will write the 
despatches — or rather they are in my pocket — but I 
cannot find the money to pay the messengers. I 
can do my part as I have done it up to now, but 
I must not be further off. Fve tried to track 
Alexander, and Tve put Ben on, but somehow he 
has cheated us. Yet he regards me favourably as 
all for the Warming-pan." 

Tracy's customary air of elegant self-assurance 
barely survived the degradation of that interview. 
For days after, or perhaps for life, it had to be 
supplemented with a haughty sw^ger, correspond- 
ing with the inner collapse. 

" I am the most unfortunate of men," he sighed. 

" Ah ! " thought Miss Pricker, " I knew he meant 
to drive that pig to market!" 
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" I must buy myself a seat in Parliament," Tracy 
added, with conviction. "Civil war, the Pope, and 
the Tories must be bashed." 

"Here are the letters," quoth Kitty, handing 
them over. 

"I wish I could have done it without involving 
myself with the Jacobite party ; however, I can call 
out any man who reflects upon my honour." 

"Why, to be sure!" Kitty remarked, with her 
curious puss-cat smile. "Honour is but a matter 
of fencing lessons. You are a very pretty fencer." 

"You women are queer fish!" cried Carmillion, 
with his lightest air. " Her ladyship, weeping, adjured 
me by my father's tomb not to lose the chance of 
making a fortune in the service of king and country. " 

Miss Pricker's sly smile returned, for she knew 
perfectly well that with this laughing, scornful 
mockery of his mother's reasoning, he was in reality 
bolstering up his feeble spirit with her words. 

" If I were not a thing in petticoats there should 
be no slip 'twixt cup and lip," she said. 

" Hey, Kitty, but your adventures are not circum- 
scribed by petticoats!" 

"True, but the masculine garb does not make 
the man." 

"Mind you, girl, I think this affair will end in 
smoke for all your intriguing." 

" It would, if we were all ninnies — like you." 

They were on the point of parting, and the last 
couple of words were lost in Kitty's modest muffler. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE ROSE-ROOM 

The Rose-room saloon at Sothemwood Castle 
occupied the length of a corridor approached by 
the g^and staircase. Squares of Gilles Gobelin's 
tapestry hung on the chestnut panelling, their rich 
hues mellowed by the passing of two centuries. In 
the banqueting hall below were larger pieces — 
hunting scenes, temples, and "triumphs." 

In the centre of the inlaid floor ramped the famous 
ragged black lion of the Princes of Powysland. The 
beams of the ceiling were connected with carved 
bosses of roses, and filled in with Italian painting. 
A deep alcove opposite the door was still more 
richly ceiled, with a central boss in the form of a 
many-petaled, fourteenth-century rose, seeded with 
gold balls set with rough precious stones. 

The upper panes of the lattice windows were 
stained armorial glass, the lower ones shed fading 
light upon a round supper table standing in the 
bay. From these windows there was a marvellously 
beautiful prospect towards the marches of Wales, 

Late in the afternoon of that October day, Roseia 
unlocked the door and carried in a piece of gold 
plate for the centre of the table. This was a spice- 
box in the form of an Elizabethan ship, laden with 
Mrs Sopworthy's choicest dried fruits. 

As she passed across the wide floor, a faint cloud 
rose between her and the fireplace, though there was 
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no smell of smoke beyond the pleasant tang in the 
air from brightly burning logs. 

The Rose of Meredyth was no stranger to that 
room, but she never entered it without a vague sense 
of awe. That it was haunted she did not doubt ; 
tradition said so, and more than tradition. However, 
she had never felt so strongly the mystic atmosphere 
of the saloon as she did now. Drawing a hurried 
breath, she quickened her steps, and dared not look 
behind her until she had set the golden carrick in 
the midst of the burnished cups and tall candlesticks 
placed ready for the supper. Then she turned with 
shrinking dread she had never known before, certain 
of seeing something. There it was! Above the 
scraggy lion with his boasted broken chain stood 
poised in air a shadowy female form, wreathed about 
with clinging drapery. A fillet of leaves bound the 
floating dark hair, a golden girdle gleamed under 
the arms, the pale profile was wild and sad, and the 
whole figure was faintly illuminated from within, as 
a dull lamp might show through a heavy shade. 
The vision was spinning, not with a wheel, but 
the older distaff— a singular spinning, for, instead of 
a hank of flax there was a great red rose whirling, 
and the thread with the shuttle at its end was 
crimson. Red petals detached themselves from the 
rose, as it turned and circled round symmetrically 
like rose-coloured moths, then fell to the ground 
and vanished. 

The air seemed filling gradually with sounds as 
from an aeolian harp. Roseia stared, and listened 
in profound amazement rather than terror. What 
thing was this? — from what "other world" did it 
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come ? How was it that words seemed to be linking 
together in her head, while she was almost — not 
quite — ^sure that soft, fine-drawn, melancholy music 
was voiceless ? 

Could it be that she was chanting to herself that 
far-away irr^^lar sing-song framing somewhat thus : 

" One to toss and one to fly (the rose is white) and one to die. 
One to find, and one to squander (the rose is red) and one 

to wander. 
Bloom to-day, to-morrow fall (the rose is bare) in empty hall." 

The trembling chords died away, and whether it 
faded as a magic lantern slide fades from a screen, 
or whether a rent in ether, or within ether, had 
suddenly opened and suddenly closed, the apparition 
vanished. 

Then Roseia's feet were released from the leaden 
spell that had held them rooted to the ground, and 
she fled in terror from the room. 

There was one individual to whom she could speak 
of the Rose-spinner : old Nurse, who could neither read 
nor write, but could tell old legends and fairy stories 
by the score. Where is the upper servant who can 
tell a story now? 

"Nurse, what happens when the Rose-spinner is 
seen?" she asked, kneeling before the fire near 
which the old woman was stitching at fine linen as 
though she were thirty instead of seventy-five. 

"As sure as night unto night calleth, when the 
Spinner is seen in the halls of Meredyth, the Foot 
of Sorrow is not far off. Before the old Romans 
made the very Fossway the Rose-spinner was in the 
family. It was a princess of Wales — of the land of 
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Powys she was — mother to all the Meredyths. I call 
to mind my mother, bom and bred in the family 
like me — ^how she come to me and says, says she: 
' Betsy, the Foot o' Sorrow be a-trapesing along the 
road, and, please the Lord, I shall wear my blacks 
once more — little Mistress Rose hath seen the Spinner. 
" Nursie, nursie," she cries, " why is the lady twirling 
a distaff without a wheel with the pretty red butter- 
flies around her ?"' " 

" Did I say that ? Was I in the Rose-room ? " 

"Just on the threshold belike, hand in hand with 
mother, with your old Bible with the silver clasps 
under your arm. Mother's crape hat was laid up in 
sweet lavender, and says she : ' I shall wear my blacks 
again ' ; but we never know, before a month was over 
she was took, and so was your great-aunt Jane, a very 
notable lady. Poor soul, says I, she shall not be dis- 
obliged, so I took and buried her in her crape hat, and 
his Honour gave her a beautiful burying. You'll mind, 
too, before that, when you children was at play in 
the corridors you got quisiting through the keyhole, 
first one and then another, and you cries out : ' Come 
and see the lady spinning great roses — ^red, red, red 
roses!'" 

" I thought I had dreamt that" 

"Nay, nay. But hold thy tongue, dearie — 'tis ill 
speaking of the Spinner when great things are 
foreward. Be thee to go into the Rose-room to- 
night?" 

" Yes," answered Roseia thoughtfully. 

"Well, remember 'favour is deceitful, and beauty 
is vain,' and wandering eyes are ill for a maid. I'll 
put my finest stitchery yet into your wedding 
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smocks. Sir Francis is the right lad for thee, child. 
When you've spanked a lad you know whether 
he's good for wear and tear, or not." 

"Francis is a nice boy, but I am not going to 
marry him." 

" Patience Watkin said of you. Mistress Rose, you'd 
lose the bird in your hand for he in the bush — 
the thicket o' trouble." 

"Let her say! Patience is a witch, but about 
me she knows nothing." 

" 'Twas only to-day, though, she came to the Castle 
— and thee dost know how she do hate stone walls — 
for a word with me. 'Fair and false,' she said, 
and * Stick not the white rose in a silver ribbon.' 
Likewise: 'When the moon shines on end of all 
things 'ware Abbots Coomb.'" 

"I wish she knew how to speak plain," said 
Roseia, perplexed. 

"Hush up, child! Here and there God makes 
a soul clever to see into things ; they're what folks 
call fools. Plain speech be for the wise who know 
all about God's world, so as seems a pity they don't 
set to and make one o' their own. Patience Watkin 
and the birds o' the air — they know ; the rest o' us 
has to guess, and a fine piece o* work we make o' 
it, mostly. It is herself has left me uneasy-like, 
hinting this and that ; and if thee do as I tell 'ee, 
Mistress Rose, thee'll shift thy fine donnings soon as 
ever thee leaves the Rose-room, and get thee into 
leather shoon. There, I've said all!" 

The "all" did not seem much, yet there was no 
one in whose wise words Roseia believed so 
thoroughly as in old Nurse's. It was the habit of 
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her life to respect the opinions of this pillar of the 
house. The Spinner and Nurse together left her 
very thoughtful, very much on the alert, and, indeed, 
quivering with a sense of "things in the air," both 
good and evil, for all could not presage evil on a 
day which had held one bright golden nugget — all 
her own! 

It was an axiom in the household that when- 
ever anything happened Miss Jane was in the 
thick of it, and Roseia was just leaving the old 
nursery when that young person, who was as thin 
as a knitting-pin, and as agile as a wild cat, suddenly 
darted into the room, her small, pale face terror- 
stricken. Clinging to her sister, she burst into a 
half-whispered exclamation. "Rose! Rose! I have 
seen the Spinner, and broken a goblet!" 

" Then thee hast been where thee shouldn't, child," 
put in old Nurse's quick, quavering voice with its 
Welsh intonations. 

" I confess that I was guilty of going into the Rose- 
room, but then 'sister, when you ran out in a fright 
you left the door ajar." 

Jane fumbled in her work-bag and produced a 
costly Venetian glass broken in half, mixed up with 
a pair of silk stockings, darning silk, an apple, a 
Tunbridge-ware box containing feathers and locks 
of hair from deceased pets, and sundries. 

Nurse inspected the ruined goblet through her 
spectacles. 

" Tis said that those be magical works, but there, 
'tis come apart like any Christian mug. Broken 
glass is an ill omen ; 'tis to be hoped no witch has 
ill-wished this house, or any squint-eyed warlock 
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overlooked it Til just get Patience Watkin to say 
a charm." 

" I hope Vm not bom to be unlucky, Rose," sighed 
the culprit 

"You are not bom to run into scrapes for want 
of thinking." 

" It seems that I am." 

"So the black-cap said when he'd eaten the 
cherries, and was wrastling with the net over 'em." 

Nurse had brought up the family on pithy ironies, 
and the sceptre of her rule — more symbol than 
weapon — a birch rod tied with a faded blue ribbon, 
still hung above the fireplace. 

"What they owes to me is unbeknownst," she 
used to say to herself, looking fondly up at this 
fetish. But her peppery Welsh temper had been 
more bark than bite in its brisk enmity to molly- 
coddling. 



CHAPTER VII 
THE LOVING-CUP 

The wax candles in the banqueting hall were lit, and 
a table loaded with good things carried in by two 
men-servants for the supper, at which the host did not 
appear. 

Mrs Blanchard and the five girls took their places, 
and all knew — though the two little ones did not care 
— that the muffled sounds proceeding from the distant 
hall door meant the arrival of guests with whom they 
were supposed to have nothing to da 

If the dame of St Catherine's was more tart than 
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usual, it was because of her apprehensions for her old 
friend and his innocent family. For all she knew to 
the contrary, one of these horsemen, whose clatter 
made the outside flags ring, was a fire-brand who 
might set the western counties in a flame — ^James 
Francis Stuart himself. 

And there were Stella and Jane, with white artificial 
rose-buds stuck in their gauze caps — it was enough to 
provoke a saint ! — and Roseia wearing a posy of the 
same in the bosom of her silver brocade gown, whose 
splendour was not intended merely for that feminine 
party. 

"Girls!" She looked sharply from Roseia to 
Stella. " Pray, do you suppose you can keep your 
looks on flummery and almonds and raisins ? I hope 
you may not be sickening for a fever, Roseia: are 
you sure you have no rash about you ? I observed you 
add water to your cowslip wine ; have you a thirst on 
you, child ? " 

" Thank you, ma'am, I am quite well." 

" Your cheeks and your eyes are too bright. I shall 
desire Mrs Sopworthy to send up a fever drink to 
your chamber. I trust she made it from my recipe, 
when the green walnuts were in. Virginia, snake-root, 
marigolds, poppy and carduus seeds." 

Muttering the magic formula, Mrs Blanchard 
relentlessly eyed her victim. 

Jane was so grave and polite that the astute lady 
presently turned her suspicions on her. 

" Jane, have you the toothache— or what have you 
been about? Tis not in nature, this sudden prudent 
behaviour of yours." 
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" We all have our hours of sober reflection, ma'am," 
answered Miss Jane mildly. 

" When our follies come home to roost, I opine." 

" Perhaps, ma'am, I am cutting a wisdom tooth. I 
am thinking of the folly of youth." 

"Fiddlesticks! A sweet-tooth more likely. I'll 
trouble you for a taste of that dish of fricassee mush- 
rooms before you." 

It must have been an hour later — a very long hour — 
when Barton flung open the door, and two gentlemen 
stood bowing on the threshold. 

Rose went rose-red, and Stella as white as a lily. 

A faltering, choking boyish voice spoke. It was 
that of old Sir Francis Drake's last lineal descendant, 
a pleasant-faced Devonshire lad with bright dark eyes. 

" My Lord Cornbury and the rest of the company 
request the honour of toasting the Rose of Meredytii 
in her presence." 

It was the summons Tor which Roseia had been 
waiting, and after a deep curtsey she went forward 
and laid her slender hand on the sturdy wrist which 
trembled under the adorable feather-weight, and so 
the pair — bride and bridegroom, if parental mandate 
were all — walked side by side through outer and inner 
hall, and up the grand staircase. 

The other escort was a tall young man, with a 
sprinkling of scented powder in his crisp fawn-coloured 
hair — a "Sir Plume," as Roseia had dubbed him — 
dazzling in an embroidered French-grey suit, knitted 
white silk waist-coat sprigged with rose-buds, rich lace 
starred with a diamond solitaire, his frizzled locks tied 
back with a bow of silver ribbon. 

To so handsome a man as Tracy CarmilHon a look 
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of agitation was not unbecoming. He shot a swift 
pleading glance at lovely Stella, who blushed up to 
the roots of her splendid hair, and over her dazzling 
bosom. 

"Now, I wonder," Jane pensively mused, "shall 
I ever blush so at the sight of a charmer ? " 

As the three walked up the staircase, Roseia's eye 
fell on the glories of Carmillion's costume crowned by 
the latest touch of modishness, the silver ribbon. He 
had held no place in her agitated mind till that 
moment, when she remembered Patience Watkin's 
word about the white rose and " the silver ribbon," The 
gipsy-dweller in a green lane could not have seen 
more than one such novel adornment, and here it was. 
Roseia did not trust Mr Carmillion, who had taught 
Stella to think of him as a lover, and yet had never 
come forward like an honest man. Stella was con- 
vinced of his honourable motives, but his conduct 
was puzzling. 

In these troubled times the law prohibited the 
meeting of twelve men ; Mr Meredyth and his guests 
at the Rose -room supper were ten. There were 
two Berkshire squires, John Cope and Hugh Deane ; 
one from Wilts, Basset of Dean ; Fiennes Trotman and 
his host represented Gloucestershire; Mr Jenkinson 
represented fashion and London politics ; Lord Corn- 
bury, son of the fourth Earl of Clarendon, a strong 
supporter of the Exile, was the most prominent man 
in this particular clique of Jacobites. Up to the 
disastrous '45, groups of country gentlemen used to 
meet at one another's houses keeping up a sort of hot- 
house fostering of the romance of a lost cause. 

The elder men were hale, open-air, rural magnates 
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such as usually ring the changes in their frank talk 
between politics and sport, but while supper was 
being served the theme of danger was with one 
consent eschewed, and they all listened to Mr 
Jenkinson, who was talking glibly about stocks and 
shares, and Sir John Blunt's magnificent scheme for 
paying off the National Debt, and enriching the 
whole nation out of the boundless wealth of the 
South Seas. 

There is a fascination in hearing of the making 
of sudden fortunes, to which even John Meredyth 
succumbed, although he, in his old-fashioned RamilHes 
wig and Steinkirk tie, looked what he was — one of 
a polished and cultured generation who refrained 
from " soiling their hands with trade." 

But " trade " on a scale of Arabian Nights splendour 
had taken London by storm, and even provincial 
tongues were wagging over the golden treasures of 
those far-off shores. Behind all the sparkling and 
agreeable talk, while Mrs Sopworthy's dainties and 
Mr Meredyth's good wine went round, lurked dark 
fears and bitter regrets. Rarely had the great golden 
rose sparkled over so deeply troubled an assembly, and 
perhaps it was a secret feverish desire to get to 
the object of the meeting and face the worst that 
shortened the supper. Amid starred lights, burnished 
plate, and the scent of wine and fruits, a shadow of 
coming disaster brooded, and it was a group of grave- 
eyed men that rose to salute the young girl who was 
ushered among them by her two squires. Her beauty, 
her innocence, and the sweet dignity no dancing- 
master could have taught, touched the kindly hearts. 

Frankie Drake's blissful anguish was patent enough, 
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as his eyes beamed on his goddess, and caused some 
good - natured smirking ; but before the Rose of 
Meredyth came in there had dropped some allusions 
to the prospect of a happy alliance between the two 
families, noted by Harry Alexander among the rest 

He stood a little apart in a sombre mood, quite 
unlike that in which he had lightly and gallantly 
accosted the damsel perched on the Three Shires 
Stone. 

Roseia seemed to have developed a new sense, for 
she saw him without casting a glance his way, and 
knew to a nicety what his expression was, and the 
very wave of his bright brown hair, that his lawn cravat 
was a trifle awry, and that the hand wearing the 
white-rose ring was clenched as though it held a 
secret. She knew that he had never taken his steady 
gaze from her from the moment of her entrance, and 
he knew that she had seen him, though she had not 
looked his way. 

It was Drake's office as cadet of the company to 
bring from the sideboard a great silver -gilt salver, 
from which Roseia took the handsome drinking- 
glasses of old Venetian workmanship standing upon 
it, to fill with tokay and hand round to the semi-circle 
of gentlemen. She had handed young Drake his, when 
she discovered that only one glass was left, though 
Alexander and Carmillion remained to be served. 
The tenth goblet was the one Jane had managed to 
tumble up against in her stolen visit The Rose- 
spinner had alarmed her — the Rose-spinner was 
answerable for the breakage. What did it mean? 

Quickly glancing from ohe to the other of the young 
men, she offered the glass to Captain Alexander. 
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He with a slight courteous gesture deprecated the 
preference, but Carmillion smilingly remarked that 
he did not hold His Majesty's Commission, and stood 
back. 

The broad blue-grey eyes were perfectly steadfast as 
Alexander, bowing low, took the goblet from her. 
Her fingers trembled for an instant, and met his in 
the lightest of touches, but the contact thrilled her 
with so acute a sensation that whether it was pain 
or the dart of supernatural bliss her confused senses 
could not clearly tell her. 

She stepped back to the wall they were facing, and 
took in her hand a silken cord. A curtain ran with 
a sharp swish along its rod, disclosing a full-length 
portrait. There stood in all a Stuart's grace the 
sad-faced Prince, who, if birth had been the only 
title to the throne, would be their sovereign. Their 
generation had not outlived the reverence for "the 
divinity that hedges round a king " — mantle curiously 
transferred from the spiritual to the temporal power 
— and that was a painful moment 

The hush was broken only by an involuntary sigh 
or two. Sir Francis Drake brought an antique gold 
cup, shaped like a rose, to the Queen-rose, and the 
girl's voice faltered perceptibly as she gave the 
toast 

"My lord, and you gentlemen, I give you this 
toast — The White Rose of England, Scotland, Ireland, 
and France. God save the King, and bring him 
to his own again." 

One by one they came forward, dropped on one 
knee, and drank. 

A child looking through the keyhole spied the 
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gentlemen "toasting a picture," and handed down 
the story. 

Where is that portrait now? When the crash 
came it was sold, and it is astray somewhere among 
strangers. 

As Alexander stood up he looked Carmillion full 
in the face. 

" We wait for you, sir," he said quietly. 

" I am debarred the honour — for once let it pass," 
was CarmilHon's smiling but flurried rejoinder. "I 
know the rule of the Rose." 

" A thousand apologies for my people's negligence," 
said Mr Meredyth. " With the Rose's leave " — he 
snatched up a silver cup from the sideboard, and held 
it for Roseia to fill. Carmillion received it, and 
hurrying to pledge the Exile, stumbled over his sword, 
and spilt the wine. 

"Curse my awkwardness!" he ejaculated, wiping 
the stain from his gold-clocked stocking. 

" Are we to take this as a sign that you are ready 
to spill your blood in the cause, Mr Carmillion ? " 

It was Harry Alexander who asked the question, 
quick as thought, with an odd sparkle in his eye. 

"My father's son," returned "Sir Plume" care- 
lessly, "may be a trifle indifferent where and 
how his blood be spilt, but should he chance to 
let out another man's life, I'll answer for it he 
will not run away." 

Rapid glances and a murmured word or two passed 
between the young men. Then Alexander looked 
in Roseia's face eagerly. Her eyes answered his: 
she had heard, and she was puzzled and alarmed. 

"That is the King's," she murmured, putting out 
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her hand and almost touching his sword. A grave 
bow was his reply. 

At this moment Francis brought a two-handled 
loving-cup of the time of Richard II. to her, and put 
his hand under it to take off the weight as she 
bore it down the line of guests. They pledged " The 
Rose" in that cup, and she each one of them, as 
they held in turn the chased cover in the right hand 
— ^a thoughtful precaution in bygone days when a 
dagger might come too handy to a neighbour's grasp. 

As Lord Cornbury raised the cup his eye fell on 
Alexander, and he hesitated before he drank the 
toast. This was a trifle, but to Roseia nothing was 
a trifle that concerned this young man about whom 
an air of mystery hung. 

Carmillion had meant to insult him — ^she was sure 
of that ; and now — was it possible that Lord Cornbury 
had half a mind to exclude him from the honoured 
pledge? The notion made her almost dizzy, but 
when it came to his turn, she walked up to him with 
an air of dignified resolution, though the colour was 
unkindly mounting to her cheeks and over her fair 
throat 

It may be that the goddess Berta, roaming forlorn 
through a world that has forgotten her, came by 
and slipped the Draught of Inspiration into the 
cup. His lips touched it — their eyes met ; she bent 
tremblingly, and a bewildering, startling, wild 
illusion came upon her. It seemed to her as if 
her very lips had met his, in one long, wonderful 
kiss. Giddy and shame-stricken she might have 
let the chalice drop, but that he caught it deftly from 
her helpless hands, and set it safely down. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



52 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

" Has the Rose no pledge for her humblest servant ? " 
asked Carmillion in hurried tones. 

Under half-shut eyes Roseia looked at handsome 
Tracy, and simply answered : " No, sir." 

He drew back white with rage, so that she wondered 
at him and at herself. "And yet — I should do it 
again," she thought. 

Her duties were now over and she was escorted 
from the room almost to tumble into Jane's arms. 

" Sister," whispered that irrepressible young person, 
" I hope I did not covet, * nor anything that is his,' but 
I did wish for once I was the Rose of Meredyth." 

" Jane, Jane, you were at the keyhole ! " 

" Well, if I was, I do not deny it. Rose, but suppose 
I had not been there, some prying mischief-maker 
might have been. Rose, that rather short — no— but 
not very tall gentleman, with eyes like the sea, 
and a voice like a bell — IVe never in all my life 
seen any one I admire so much." 

"Why, Jane, how changeable you are! A day 
or two since you vowed that Mr Carmillion was 
a Piece of Perfection." 

" I don't think so now. I have my reasons. Give 
me an honourable gentleman who is not a popinjay 
i la mode!* 

"You are a very good girl, and very, quick, but 
no more keyholes, Jane." 

"Certainly not, unless it happens to be a duty, 
sister." 
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CHAPTER Vni 

THE CONFERENCE DISTURBED 

Lord Cornbury looked at his watch. "We have 
no time to lose, gentlemen," he said, as they regained 
their seats round the table. " With Squire Meredyth's 
permission I will enter upon the purpose of this 
meeting — a purpose well known to you all, and 
deeply painful, I apprehend, to each man among 
us. In these unhappy days we are called upon 
to weigh the wretched alternative of being disloyal 
to the legitimate dynasty of our country, or untrue 
to the Church, and disastrous to our fellow-subjects. 
We have weighed these matters earnestly, and I 
declare — I speak for myself — that it is to carry about 
a split heart I say, with what grief God knows that 
I can find no other way of reconciling my duty to 
my country with my conduct than by renouncing 
active support, at this juncture, to him whom we 
would fain regard as our sovereign. 

"A rising would bring foreign troops and the 
wild Irishry upon our coasts, and our foes would 
be men of our own blood and tongue. Good God ! — 
gentlemen, think of what that means. You cannot 
paint the picture in colours too lurid — ^you must paint 
with blood and flame. I submit, therefore, a proposal 
that we sign a round-robin deprecating the ill advice 
that has brought the illustrious Exile into our midst — 
advice so ill that, on my honour, I believe I scent 
treachery in it, and humbly entreat that personage 
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to withdraw without loss of time into safety. Mr 
Meredyth, what say you?" 

" My lord, it is my painful duty to assent to this 
proposal. He would be a man of singular callousness 
who could sleep on his pillow after stirring so much 
as a finger to bring Spanish devils to ravage English 
villages." 

Then one spoke of the present thriving condition 
of the peasantry, and another of seminary priests 
turned loose to undermine the happiness of families. 
Mr Jenkinson was of opinion that the times were not 
ripe for action. Mr Trotman exclaimed : " Zounds ! 
my lord, I cannot stomach the notion of the springing 
com being watered with the labourer's blood ! " Mr 
Bassett growled out: "I hate German spluttered 
at Court as I hate the devil. I hate the Pope too. 
Never was loyalty at such a pinch. Til see what 
another cup of punch will do to clear a man's brain." 
" Gad zooks ! " cried Mr Cope, " it's between the devil 
and the deep sea," and young Drake muttered that 
he wished it were. 

" And you, Mr Deane ? " Lord Cornbury ad- 
dressed a middle-aged man who sat quietly musing. 

"We older men, my lord," Hugh Deane replied, 
" may well be haunted by the memories of twenty 
years ago, when England was become an Aceldema. 
For sixty miles betwixt Bristol and Exeter, the 
heads and dripping limbs of poor fellows bom in 
that fair fertile country formed new signposts along 
the roads. I myself saw those horrid spectacles of 
man's cruelty over the very churches dedicated to 
the God of mercy. There were *quo warranto's' 
changing all the corporations of the kingdom, and 
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it was the King's pleasure to despatch a thousand 
prisoners into slavery in the West Indies. I come, 
as perhaps we all do, of a family that has freely 
shed its blood, and lost its estates, in the Royal 
cause, and I would to God that the unhappy Prince 
who has lost his birthright through no fault of his, 
might come back to his own in peace. But since 
that cannot be, I, who am, probably, the oldest of 
this present assembly, do most solemnly give my 
vote for my Lord Combury's resolution." 

"Sir Francis, what do you say?" 

"My lord. His Majesty has crossed over trusting 
in reports that we are ready for a rising. Is there 
not something ungentlemanly — I crave pardon — in 
breaking with friends precisely when they most 
stand in need of us? But there are abler and 
wiser gentlemen here than I can pretend to be, 
and if needs must, I will bow to their decision." 
He fidgeted nervously with the tassels of his 
sword-hilt, and bit his fresh lips. He did so long 
to draw that sword for his king. 

"Well spoken, sir! Captain Alexander, you, I 
believe, came over with his Royal Highness. I can 
scarce expect you to see matters in the same light 
with us — stay-at-home men." 

"My duty is plain, my lord. I wish my course 
were equally so. I take commands from the King, 
but I cannot bring a single follower to his service 
— and I have nothing to lose." 

Lord Combury's looks rested on the latest speaker 
with puzzled enquiry. It seemed as though he 
wished to hear more from him, yet did not know 
how to carry on the dialogue. He took a pinch 
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of snuff thoughtfully, frowned, looked him up and 
down furtively. 

The young man bore the scrutiny with quiet pride. 
He had nothing more to add, and he was not the 
sort of man upon whose reserve it was easy to 
intrude. 

Lord Cornbury's eye fell negligently on CarmiUion. 
"We shall be glad to hear anything you may 
have to say, Mr CarmiUion," he said, still glancing 
towards Alexander, while he absently stripped his 
pen of its feathers. 

"As for me, my lord," began Tracy glibly, "I 
am a mere nought in a row of figures — a mere 
insignificant unit." He had the courteous deference 
of one who knew something of the world in which 
his way was yet to make. 

"A nought may turn hundreds into thousands. 
A young gentleman well equipped by nature, and 
of respectable parentage" — here Mr Jenkinson and 
others suppressed smiles — "never lacks friends or 
influence." 

"I profess, then, that I am a reluctant convert 
to the opinions I have heard so movingly expressed. 
The people are not with us : His Highness has been 
cruelly misled. I am convinced that it would be 
rank villainy to shed ignorant men's blood in a ruined 
cause. A hind's gabble in a tavern may betray the 
tale of his landing, a serving-woman's tattle — and the 
secret is abroad. No roof is safe — Hazelbury " 

He paused, and looked gently about him. "The 
devil! — if only I could get off now!" he said in 
his heart, as he observed the effect of that name 
on more than one face. 
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" There will be nine signatures to the round-robin," 
said Lord Combury, taking up a pen. " The sooner 
we despatch our messenger the better. Lacy waits 
in Bath, the Duke in Oxford — we must select our 
envoys." 

"I am at your service, my lord," Carmillion was 
prompt to reply. 

But Tracy Carmillion was secretary to a Minister, 
and there were some among them who disliked a 
man playing a double part That was why he had 
not been actually told that the Chevalier had come 
into that part of the country. A ■ *tx,, . /; • * , * ^ 

Lord Combury put him off with thanks; he 
considered him "a presuming fellow." 

Mr Meredyth was sprinkling sand on the last 
signature when a sharp double rap made young 
Drake spring to the door, and there stood Roseia 
in a cloak and hood, with a pale face of alarm. She 
ran to her father's side. 

"Papa, there is a coach at the Fossway lodge 
gates, and half a score men on horseback." 

Mr Meredyth sealed the letter he had folded. 
" Keep that with your life, my daughter," he said, 
handing it to her. " Can you make your way across 
the fields to Cheney Court?" 

" Yes, papa." 

He beckoned to Lord Combury and Mr Trotman, 
and a few rapid words passed between the three. 

"Colerne, and so on to Syston," Mr Meredyth 
added in a low voice to Roseia. " Captain Alexander, 
I b^ you to accompany my daughter. Take Jane, 
if you can trust her to hold her tongue, and leave 
her with Lady Mary. Go by the cliff way. I give 
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you five minutes to be out of the house — and God 
be with you!" 

Carmillion was straining his ears to hear what 
was passing, but Alexander had planted himself in 
the way. 

Lord Combury spoke hastily to Francis Drake. 
" Sir Francis, you know the country. I recommend 
you to hark away without ceremony. Strangers 
in any case are unwelcome to-night, but I think 
it may be the devil to pay. Let the Duke know 
the quandary we are all in." 

Francis was glad enough to dart off, hoping 
for a last word with Roseia. He heard Jane's 
voice in the corridor, panting. "TheyVe in the 
avenue. Barton will make a mighty piece of work 
unbarring the hall door. What a mercy, Rose, we 
took that run in the park!" 

Then they disappeared, while Francis was left to 
make his way as quick as he could to the stables, 
lead^ out the first horse he could lay hold of, order 
the saddles and bridles to be hastily stripped from 
the rest, and slip away towards St Catherine's. 

He had not had a moment to spare, for armed 
men shut and guarded the stable doors immediately 
after. 

Horses' hoofs rung on the pavement, and amid 
the barking of dogs, the grinding of wheels, and a 
galloping towards the stables, came loud knocking 
at the hall doors. 

When, after judicious fumbling with locks, the 
doors were flung open, there stood Mr Meredyth, 
with a line of serving -men behind him in the 
black and white livery of his house. In bustled no 
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less a personage than Mr Aislabie, Secretary of 
State, and with him Mr Secretary Craggs. 

"Worthy Mr Meredyth!" cried the Minister 
effusively, "I cast myself on your well-known 
hospitality. I pray you shelter a poor gouty 
servant of His Majesty, whom the blackness of 
the night and the inconceivable stupidity of 
drunken menials have carried out of his road to 
the Bath." 

Mr Meredyth made courteous reply, and Mr 
Craggs took up the tale. "Tis your Old Bears 
are the sinners, sir! Faith, they lie in wait all 
along the road. Corsham, Box, where not — famous 
good ale, and an infernally dark night" 

"The darkness of Erebus!" ejaculated Aislabie. 
"May I come as Jupiter to Baucis and Philemon, 
my excellent Mr Meredyth, and not as Hercules to 
Admetus at an unhappy hour." 

" Or, egad ! as Ulysses to the fatal Isle of iEaa ! " 
cried Craggs, following up the classic conceits, proper 
to the Georgian House of Commons, 

Mr Meredyth was as apt as any statesman at 
classical allusions, but few men on the rack are 
ready with quotations. He was not so much con- 
cerned for himself as for the unhappy Prince, who, 
for all he knew, might be a prisoner. Alexander 
had told him that by his advice he had left Hazel- 
bury Manor, Mr Speke's house, as he had reason ; 
to believe it was no safe refuge for the wanderer. 
Had it been a wise move, or had it thrown James 
Francis into his enemies' hands? 

" I fear my poor house may ill accommodate your 
retinue, sir," said the involuntary host " I have a 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



6o THE ROSE^PINNER 

party of friends with me who do me the pleasure 
of shooting over my stubbles to-morrow." 

As the door of the banqueting room was thrown 
open, quite a pretty domestic scene presented itself. 
Mrs Blanchard was taking a hand at whist with 
three gentlemen, while the others were playing a 
round game of cards with Stella and her two 
little sisters. 

" Heaven bless the woman ! " John Meredyth said 
within himself, as Mrs Blanchard rustled up to 
receive the Minister's greetings. 

Stella, taking Dulcy and Chatty by the hand, 
made her curtseys, and would have passed on, but 
Aislabie stopped her. "Who has not heard of the 
Rose of Meredyth ? *' he said with great gallantry. 

Dulcy opened her mouth to correct the mistake, 
when a tap from Mrs Blanchard's long green fan, 
reminded her that she had had her orders to " speak 
when youVe spoken to, and then only yes or no." 

" Come, girls," old Quirina hastened to interpose. 
"Let us leave the gentlemen to themselves." 

The irtstant the door closed, the Minister's look 
and voice changed. " On your honour, Mr Meredyth, 
have you any other guest under your roof to-night ? " 

"On my honour, Mr Secretary, so far as I am 
aware, my house shelters no other guest than those 
you have seen." 

The Squire met the shrewd little eyes fixed on 
him with grave dignity. 
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CHAPTER IX 

BY MOONLIGHT TO CHENEY COURT 

Somewhat to his surprise, Captain Alexander 
followed Roseia and her sister into a low panelled 
bedchamber known as the oak-room, which had 
been prepared for Lord Cornbury's use. From a 
cupboard in the wall opened a secret passage, of 
which only Roseia and her father knew the key. 
Here she lit a lantern by a candle she carried 
with her, and the three of them wound their way 
down through the rock on which the castle was 
built, to an ancient sally -part below the cliff. 
Skirting a piece of water surrounded by a picturesque 
rough stone balustrade, they struck across an open 
space called "Moonshine" for some occult reason, 
and so by a corner of the park to the closed-up 
doorway, by which a few stepping-stones, ingeniously 
contrived by Myrtilla and her brothers, gave easy 
access to the road. The road near the Three Shires 
Stone had to be crossed with precaution in the 
shadow of a cloud, which was presently gobbled 
up by the moon — that precious countryside lantern. 

The face of the land had not yet been altered by 
the Enclosures Act, and before them lay copse and 
down, brake and bush, with tall trees scattered about 
the hill. They could hear the trot of horses in 
Abbots Coomb Lane, the direct way to Cheney Court, 
and took care to keep as much as possible out of the 
bare moonlit spaces. 

The voices of the earth and of night murmured 
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throughout the soft darkness ; a myriad of tiny dwellers 
beneath leafy shelters gave their rustle and flutter 
to it — "creak-creak," "pitter-patter," "thud- thud," 
" boom - boom " ; and above all rose the mournful 
hoot of an owl in a hollow tree calling to another 
in an ivied wall. 

Jane whispered : " Now I know how Mr Fox feels 
when the hounds are after him. Shall we have to 
"cross Alcombe Lane, Rose ? 'Tis where the smugglers 
go by to the * Three Cups' tavern. Do you know, 
Jesse Ford was ratting down there near Coles Farm,^ 
and he heard the rattle of chains as they drew up 
the casks : hundreds and hundreds of casks of spirits 
over from France are stored there." 

"So far inland?" questioned Alexander. 

"Tis not so very far from the Channel," said 
Roseia. " They run in by the pack-horse roads, and 
every one wants brandy and grain. See! — ^there is 
the smoke from Patience Watkin's fire in the lane." 

"She sleeps in a cubby-hole no bigger than a 
barrel," broke in Jane. " And I've taken her so much 
of papa's Scotch mixture that she would do anything 
for us." 

" That must be the gipsy who came out of a brake 
and spoke to me one day, and since then we have 
always had a word or two together." 

" You gave her a luck-penny, I'll be bound," said 
Miss Jane. 

" She stopped me to-day as I rode down the lane," 
said Alexander, glancing at Roseia — to find out, 
perhaps, if she remembered their meeting on the 
road, or whether graver events had driven it out 
of her mind. 
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" She is loyal, though the country people call her 
a witch," the girl said hurriedly. " Tis well to mind 
what she says." 

"'The redcoats be abroad,' was what she said, 
and — ^ 'tis saddle to rags if there be goods bound for 
the Channel.' How, in Heaven's name, should she 
know so much?" 

" No one knows that." 

A little further on they were startled by a tall 
figure suddenly rising from behind a bramble bush. 
Jane fell flat down in her terror of a second appari- 
tion of " the Spinner," and was very kindly picked up 
and comforted by Captain Alexander. 

" The word is, * A moonshiny night by your leave, 
Ben,'" said a melancholy voice with a sing-song 
cadence that w£is not unpleasing, and then the 
vagrant passed on with an easy swinging gait 
towards her watch-fire on the other side of the hedge. 

" Patience, is that you ! " exclaimed Roseia. " Good- 
night to you." 

Alexander ran after the gipsy and offered her 
money. 

" Nay, keep the silly stuff," she said ; " you'll need 
it. You have an enemy, good gentleman, an' 'tis one 
as rides in your saddle, and wears your boots and 
hosen." 

Not long after this they reached the broad beauti- 
ful meadows belonging to Cheney Court, and passing 
through the orchard, saw the lofty grey gables and 
chimney stacks, the ivied walls and innumerable 
casements of the early Tudor building rising up 
against the sky, now fully suffused by the hunter's 
moon. The poplars and mighty elms that once 
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whispered around the house have been ruthlessly 
felled, but still, there it stands — after all the chances 
and changes that have passed over it since a fugitive 
queen rested her sick and weary head there — in the 
witchery of its own peaceful beauty. In all the three 
counties, and Warwickshire thrown in, you will scarce 
find the equal of that charming old house, with its 
glorious outlook over a winding vale among hills 
fading into blue distance, and behind it a tiny hamlet 
of thatched cottages nestling about an early Norman 
church with a bell cote for a single bell. 

That nook, among green sward and hayricks, and 
open downs, has a special glamour wrought of the 
poetry and the tragedy of life, of sunsets of flame 
smiting quarrel panes into rubies, and the wrack of 
clouds streaming across the stars, a glamour of 
beautiful melancholy and of grave delight. 

There was in those days a high wall round the 
paved courtyard and the terrace above the orchard, 
and as the three approached the steps leading to a 
door in it. Lady Mary Alexander's beagles set up 
a clamour from the other side. Harry Alexander 
called out, and a small flute-like voice tried to quiet 
the dogs. Then followed a little fumbling with a 
key, the garden door was cautiously opened, and a 
little lady in a quilted " calash " and cloak, a lantern 
in her hand, appeared in the midst of the beagles, 
quite as agitated as they were. 

"Merciful heavens!" she faltered. "My dears, 
my dears, what has happened ? " 

"Is all safe ? " Alexander asked quickly. 

" Heaven be praised I — ^yes, Harry. But the 
waiting has been most terrible." 
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" We must be out of the house, my lady, in ten 
minutes." 

"My house has indeed been honoured," the little 
chatelaine remarked, glancing up at the muUioned 
windows irregularly dotting a mantle of close-clipped 
ivy. The moonlight touched the stone balls of the 
balustrade, and the gable of a porch. By this 
entrance they reached an oak-panelled hall with a 
dais; a wide carved staircase led to the drawing- 
room floor. • '-•■■■ "'^ • •" '^" 

"One moment, Harry — shall I order out the 
horses ? " 

Alexander pressed the dainty old hand laid on his 
and answered : " There is but one way open — the 
field path across to Coleme. Miss Meredyth will be 
the guide." 

"Ah me! On foot? His sacred Majesty! Oh, 
what times, what disasters ! Surely the end of the 
world is at hand!" 

" Perhaps so, ma'am — at least for a good many of 
us." 

The drawing-room was a small oblong, with five 
deep windows, and a carved stone mantelpiece to the 
ceiling bearing the Spek© arms. The wadded silk 
curtains were drawn, and the light of a wood fire, 
with that from four thick wax candles, fell upon a 
group of two men playing backgammon. Before the 
hearth where Henrietta Maria had once stood) was 
her unhappy descendant James Francis, bom Prince 
of Wales. He was then about thirty-two, and for the 
whole of his life he had eaten the bread of strangers. 
He had been bred up a monk, instead of a king, 
by the Jesuits, who had taken him over from his 
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devout, misguided mother. They had made of him 
a drilled shadow of a man, knowing only self- 
repression and obedience, of whom an adherent of 
his own complained that his countenance was never 
brightened by a smile. 

But his dejected face as he raised Roseia from her 
knees, struck Jane with admiration. "Tis only a 
king and a kingly gentleman who does not smirk 
and grimace at the sight of a beauty," she told 
herself 

" The Chevalier de St George " had been playing 
backgammon with his confessor Father Weld, who 
accompanied him from France in the guise of a 
serving-man. James tore open the letter from the 
prudent Jacobite gentlemen, and handed it to this 
gentleman to read. 

The blow was a heavy one indeed. Instead of 
finding a general rising in his favour waiting only 
for his appearance among his secretly faithful 
subjects, he stood a lonely fugitive with a price on 
his head — a king without a kingdom ; not one corner 
of the earth where his presence was not rather 
grudged than desired. 

He was told that he had not a minute to lose, that 
Sothernwood Castle had been surprised — doubtless 
Hazelbury too, and that a midnight flight across the 
bleak hills was all that remained for him. 

In this desperate plight he behaved with dignity. 
There were those who denied to him the common 
kingly quality of courage, but there never was a 
Stuart who was without dignity at a crisis. Mon- 
mouth does not count, as in all likelihood the hand- 
some impostor was not even crookedly of the race. 
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Once at Colerne, a village on a spur of the Cots- 
wolds, he was comparatively safe. When he heard 
that the slim young girl with the starry eyes, who 
had brought the ultimatum to him, was to be his 
guide, he at first refused to allow it. Accustomed to 
French ideas, he was shocked at so rough an 
adventure for the Rose of Meredyth, but his scruples 
were respectfully put aside. 

" We are country girls, sir," said Roseia, " and all 
among friends. It is little to what we are willing 
to do in Your Majesty's service." 

Jane was burning to declare that Meredyths knew 
no fear, but well as it would have sounded in her 
own ears, she could not quite forget how terrified 
she had been that very afternoon. So fortunately 
she held her peace; but her quick ears hearing a 
faint sound, ^e slipped behind the window curtains 
by which she had been discreetly obscured, and 
listened. In another moment she darted back with 
a muffled cry : " Horsemen are in the lane ! " 

There was brisk movement after that warning. 
Alexander was despatched in a hurry to ride over to 
Bath with orders for a Mr Lacy who was waiting 
there. His horse was tied up in the orchard so that 
there might be no delay. 

The rest of the party were hastening across by the 
fish-ponds, when the Chevalier stopped short, and, 
clapping his hand to his breast, exclaimed : '* Good 
God I I have left my pocket-book at Chapel Plaster ! 
It contains the letter from my friends — all their 
names attached." 

Father Weld said sharply: "Captain Alexander 
must secure it." 



?- . ,/ 
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" ril run after him," exclaimed Jane. 

Old Lady Mary trotted a step or two by her side. 
"My Harry carries his life in his hand more than 
all the rest," she gasped out "But he knows his 
duty. Ah me ! . ah me ! " 

" I remember distinctly," the Prince was saying in 
his slow tones ; " I put it aside for a moment intend- 
ing to secure it" 

Jane was gone, and they hurried him across the 
lane in the shadow of the elm trees. 

Three minutes took them into the sleeping cluster 
of cottages round Ditteridge Church, and just at 
that time came thunderous hammering at the locked 
gates of the courtyard on the further side of the 
house. 



CHAPTER X 

MR BAXTER PLAYS THE FLUTE 

That banging of the gates was going on while Miss 
Jane was leading from the stables Lady Mary's 
favourite little hack "Sprite," and buckling on a 
saddle. 

If she had run her best after Captain Alexander, 
she might have caught him up, but it was unlikely ; 
and her fertile brain had originated what struck her 
.. as a better plan. She would slip over to the rectory 
"at Ditteridge, drag shock-headed Willy, the rector's 
fourteen - year - old son, out of his bed, and carry 
him with her, ride-and-tie, up the lanes to Chapel 
Plaster. He would bring a big horse-pistol, and no 
one would dare molest them, A Miss Meredyth of 
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Sothemwood Castle, whose ambition it was to be a 
heroine, was not going to be afraid twice in one day. 
" 'Tis the path of Duty," Jane assured herself as she 
mounted Sprite, and rode cautiously into a field 
bordering the Ditteridge lane. 

She was approaching the gate when, to her great 
alarm, she heard a shot fired — ^whether from the turn 
up to the Church, in which case — ^horror of horrors ! — 
it would mean that the Prince and his companions 
had fallen into an ambush, or from a fork of the 
lane towards the Bath road indicating peril for 
Captain Alexander — she could not be sure. She 
turned the little mare under the shelter of the over- 
hanging hedge, and whispered with caresses : " Keep 
quiet, love, and FU bring you a whole peck of apples 
to yourself." 

The "clip-clip" of a trotting horse came nearer 
and nearer towards Cheney Court, and then the 
second great terror of that strange day fell on Jane. 
Sprite uttered a shrill little whinny, and the light 
clatter of hoofs stopped dead. Another instant of 
breathless suspense, and a dark form flew over the 
gate, alighting a few feet from the trembling girl. 

" Caught, you rascally horse-stealer ! " cried a high- 
pitched voice with a local burr in it " Try to give 
me the slip, and I shoot. Her ladyship's pretty little 
mare for a guinea ! Now, sirrah ! " 

« Don't shoot ! Indeed, I'm no thief! " 

At the sound of the shrill, treble cry, the horseman 
burst out laughing. "Oh, the devil — a maid!" he 
exclaimed, with his hand on Sprite's bridle, and his 
face peering down on the crouching figure of the 
rider. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



70 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

" Sure, sir, you must be a respectable, sober person 
if you have so kind a care for Sprite," faltered poor 
Miss Jane. " Sure, you will not hurt Sprite or me ! 
I— I— I " 

Her voice became a mere gurgle, and her heart like 
melting wax. 

"Oh, ho!" The man rocked in his saddle with 
merriment. His laugh was queer and cracked, and 
so far not reassuring. 

" I am not rich," quavered Jane, " but you shall 
be richly rewarded if you let me go. Fm sent to 
fetch — the apothecary for a sick person." 

"Your grandmother! Come! you're a gammicky 
faggot — that's plain ; so give me a kiss, and scamper 
off to the tryst." 

"You mistake me, sir," Jane returned with lofty 
disdain. " My errand is one of duty." She paused 
a second, then added with trepidation: "A moon- 
shiny night by your leave, Ben." 

The effect surpassed her expectations — Patience 
Watkin's charm had worked! 

" Ha, hum ! " In an altered tone the rider said : 
" I've took a queer notion into my head. Own up 
frank and free — be out on a gammut mistress, aye 
or no?" 

"No, truly," exclaimed Jane with fervour. 

"Lordy !" he cried with whimsical suddenness, " I 
thought I see'd a white flower a-blowing on thicky 
bush. Would it be a maudlin, or a moon, or a shame- 
faced maiden, now ? Say, if one sprouted by chance, 
so to speak, for ye to pluck and wear in thy heart, 
what name would 'ee put to it, eh?" 

"A white rose to be sure," answered Jane, quick 
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as thought " And sure I see a white rose on your 
breast, sir!" 

The man burst into another of his elritch screeches 
of laughter, which would have congealed the blood 
in the girl's veins if she had been less quick of 
apprehension. 

" Now, a guinea to a two-penny token that 'tis the 
Rose o' Meredyth herself— that famous beauty o' the 
whole country-side. Madam, your humble servant 
to command, Tom Baxter." 

"Merciful heavens!" cried Miss Jane, who knew 
that this was an invocation proper to heroines. " But 
sure, sir, if you are not a Whig, you cannot be " 

" A rogue ! Why, that may be, and yet the name 
of Tom Baxter may have reached the delicate ears 
of Miss Meredyth. Tis a great honour and glory 
to pay my respects to the Red Rose with the White 
Rose in her heart. Did you ever happen to hear 
the Lady Mary Alexander mention me, madam ? 
A charming judge of a flute is her ladyship, and 
replete with sensibility. A lady of the highest 
quality, but not too lofty to disdain passing the 
weather with your humble servant." 

" I feel quite sure," Jane hastened to observe, 
"that if she had known I should fall in with Mr 
Baxter she would have sent him her best compli- 
ments." 

"An Earl's daughter, and a very sweet judge of 
moosic 1 You do me much honour, madam, but now 
look ye, my lass — Lordy, I crave pardon, exquisite 
Rose, — ^just tell me with no flams, where 'ee are 
bound for?" 

"On your honour, may I trust you, sir?" 
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" On the honour of a gentleman who never robbed 
a woman unless she was old, ugly, and a screecher. 
Jack Sheppherd's a prince o' the road, but he has 
a coarse way with him. Mistress, Tve been working 
the flesh off my bones for the last five nights and 
days in the cause, as a certain noble gentleman, by 
name Captain Alexander, would bear witness. He 
would assure you, to boot, that Tom Baxter is no 
idle boaster, though few men could tell of more 
rousing exploits." 
"Well, then, I am bound for Chapel Plaster." 
" Whew ! That earth is stopped, my dear — ^you'll 
not find there." 

" Nay, but 'tis a small sort of thing I am sent to 
fetch. I must ride thither." 

" Then away we go, and you may bless your stars 
that you fell in with the right man, and not the 
wrong." 

Mr Baxter was no laggard, and they started on 
their way forthwith, but when they came to a 
triangle of turf and trees, he laid hold of Sprite's 
bridle and led her. "There be worrysome shadows 
fit to fright the little mare here-a-ways" he said, 
and sure enough Sprite shied, and skittered about a 
bit as they went on into Mill Lane. Here they made 
good speed, and so on by Quarry Hill and the out- 
skirts of Hazelbury to the small wayside hostelry 
of the Glastonbury pilgrims of old days. 

Jane was muttering something between a prayer 
and a charm — all she could call to mind likely to 
be useful : " Two angels at my bed, one at the foot, 
one at the head." It was scarcely appropriate, but 
soothing. / . ;., / .. . 
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They climbed to the brink of the Wiltshire downs 
without misadventure, Mr Baxter having plenty to 
say about his own amazing exploits, rendering the 
stopping of coaches a fine heroic deed of gentlemanly 
daring. Jane drank it in with admiring astonish- 
ment. She knew that the country was proud of 
its own highwayman. When they reached the small, 
dark building of Chapel Plaster, Tom Baxter sprang 
like a cat from the saddle, and opened the door 
with a key. 

It had not occurred to Jane that it might be 
locked. 

" You won't mind the n^s coming in too, mistress," 
he said, as he whisked her to the ground. " Lordy, 
what a reed of a thing it is ! Hunters Hall I call 
it — and stabling for man and beast." 

He shut the door carefully behind them, and then 
ran to kick together the logs of a dying fire. Then 
he found a couple of tallow dips, which he stuck 
in iron sconces, and set alight 

"Snug, isn't it, mistress? No fear of intrusion. 
No one calls except on particular business, for Tom 
Baxter's name is, as you may say, not unknown to 
fame." 

" I have to find a pocket-book," said Jane, looking 
around in dismay at the strange jumble of objects 
strewn all over the place. 

"If I'd dreamed o' such an honour we should 
have had it all like a picter," Mr Baxter observed 
regretfully. "I think his most gracious lack-lustre 
looby must have been making hay with Father 
thingumy in a transport of spirits, though not from 
my pretty little keg." 
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"How can we find anything in this higgledy- 
piggledy — much less a skimpy little morocco 
pocket-book?" 

"There's nothing like looking — except leaving it 
alone," remarked Mr Baxter, wildly scattering with 
hands and feet the many encumbrances of the floor. 
"There's a perversity about things, similarly to 
women — sure as you don't search for what you've 
lost, it turns up." 

"How long was His Sacred Majesty here, sir? 
Where did he sit? How long has he been in the 
country ? " 

"As for sitting, his royal legs were long enough 
to be all over the place. When did he come ? Why 
at the wrong time, like every other Stuart. How 
long was he here? Why, no longer than a wiser 
man than himself would let him stop. Mighty work 
to get his Royal Dunderhead off from Hazelbury 
where he felt himself as safe as over the water. 
Look ye, the redcoats were there within half an hour 
of his departure. Who dropped the word o' warn- 
ing ? Why, who but your obedient servant, Thomas 
Baxter, Fair One!" 

Mr Baxter threw a clump of wood on the fire, 
snuffed the candles, and peered sideways at his 
visitor. He was a short-legged, wiry man, with an 
oddly wizen face, perfectly sober, which, when you 
come to think of it, was a mercy not to be counted 
upon. 

Jane, who had kept her muffler about her 
face, was still peeping about in corners for the 
pocket-book. A sudden cry of joy indicated that 
she had at last found the precious object. There it 
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was, set edgeways on a broken stone in the wall. 
She clasped it to her bosom in ecstasy. 

" No one can deny that I am a heroine now," she 
reflected, but hastened to rebuke herself. " That was 
said in the pride of my heart ; I daresay I shall be 
punished for it." 

Aloud, she rejoiced over the success of her quest, 
and politely hinted that it was time to quit this 
agreeable spot. 

" No delay, madam — when I have drunk to your 
health," said Tom, rummaging about for a brandy- 
bottle and two mugs. "Just a thimbleful of the 
best French cognac, mistress, to hearten you up 
for your cold ride," 

" But, sir, I never tasted brandy except in brandy 
balls, and tipsy-cake, and burnt blue on mince pies ; 
except sometimes a sip of punch, and what Mrs 
Sopworthy puts in things." 

"That'll do to begin with. Just a toast — White 
Rose and Red Rose, and glory to 'em." 

" It would certainly be impolite to refuse a toast, 
but, pray, put plenty of sugar and water." 

" Water ? Well, as luck will have it, a pitcher was 
fetched in for his Magestical. As for sugar, Tm 
gifted with a sweet tooth myself, and keep a morsel 
from Bristol port. Honey, now! Give me a crust 
o' bread and a honeycomb, and I say 'tis a dish fit 
for a king." 

" Honey with new bread — oh, isn't it delicious ! 
But you are not going to boil the kettle, sir? I 
fear I cannot wait." 

"Two seconds! I dare swear you are hungry, 
and could pick a bit o' supper. Cusnation! What 
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have I in this bare locker? Just a few pippins, 
and a hunk o* cheese." 

" Oh, apples ! I'm vastly fond of apples," cried Miss 
Jane, drawing up a wooden stool in front of the fire, 
while Baxter tossed three rosy-cheeked Ribstones 
into her lap. "Only, I ought to go — I really 
ought" 

" So you shall ; the moon isn't going to set yet 
awhile. Ain't you going to throw off your hood 
and muffler, mistress?" 

Now Jane had kept her face obscured for two 
reasons. One was that legends of the servants' hall 
had reached her shocked ears, of wicked young men 
who had kissed pretty girls without their leave — 
indeed, in spite of earnest protestations ; and her 
other reason was that so long as Mr Baxter did 
not have a good look at her face, she felt almost 
as if she really was the Rose of Meredyth. There 
was a fascination about being a beauty and a toast, 
even after this unsubstantial and transitory mode. 

"Taste that," said Mr Baxter, coming up behind 
her with a warm mug in his hand. " I've popped 
in a flimmock of a lovely syrop made by the 
Frenchies, of orange-flower." 

Jane sipped and coughed. 

"Lord bless my soul — choking over that sugar 
and water!" He slapped her vigorously on the 
back. "Ho— what?" 

Her hood had fallen off, a dull pink suffused her 
face, and her eyes were watery. The lightish-brown 
hair tumbled wildly about her thin cheeks. 

"I knew you would be disappointed," she said 
regretfully. 
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" I could match that little phiz o' yours in any town 
in the three shires," Mr Baxter observed, tipping off 
his mug of punch with a meditative countenance. 
" The Rose o' Meredyth ! Lordy ! whaf s in a name ? " 
"To be quite candid, sir, I am not the Rose of 
Meredyth — that is, Miss Roseia Meredyth, who is a 
perfect beauty, and so is Stella. As for me, I am 
only Jane, and I was fifteen last seventh of June." 
Jane drew up her long neck, and stared with great 
grandeur of demeanour into the fire. She was sorry — 
her short reign was over, and thought of Jack Cade, 
Perkin Warbeck, and other noted impostors. 

" But if you fancy I'm disappointed, you're wrong," 
declared Baxter, slapping his leg in support of his 
improbable statement. " I'll swear it on anything 
you can name. For thorough breeding and game 
pluck you ain't to be beat; and so here's to you, 
ma'am — health, wealth, and prosperity, with just an 
extry layer o' flesh on your young bones, blessed ever- 
green long years, and a noble husband I Cusnation, 
mistress! you're worth all the paint on the pretty 
faces in the kingdom — I lay my life you are ! Such 
a snippet o' a lass too. What amazing tom-fool was 
it sent you out o' night on such a mad errand ? — a 
quillet o' a maid like you ! " 

" The whole truth is that I came of my own accord, 
being sent after Captain Alexander, and knowing he 
was wanted elsewhere, and was in danger of his 
life. Now, nobody could want to put a girl like 
me into prison, or even cut off my head. Besides, 
as I began by saying *the whole truth,' I will not 
conceal from you, sir, that I have long wished to 
be a heroine." 
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"A madcap rig! But, split me, I'll toast you, 
mistress, to the end o* my days as the most gammicky 
faggot in the three shires. There, you can't have 
higher laud than that ! " 

" Tm vastly obleeged for your great politeness, sir," 
returned Miss Jane, making a stiff curtsey. 

" Concerning Captain Alexander," said Mr Baxter 
after an exchange of civilities. " Hath he gone 
across the hills with goods bound for the Channel, 
can you tell me ? or to give the word to Mr Lacy ? 
'Twas Patience Watkin gave me the news of the 
break up o' the party at Sothernwood, as would 
surely be, but no time to ride thither. She ill-wished 
the gentry who tried to bribe her — bribe her with 
gold she set as much store by as autumn leaves! 
Daft she may be, but a true White- Rose woman." 

"And vastly partial to Mr Meredyth's Scotch 
mixture. I once knitted her a pair of stockings, 
one bigger than the other in spite of pulling. She 
is an uncommon wise woman." 

" I should like to see you stepping a galHard on the 
green in tight hosen o' your own. Mistress Jane, with 
me for your partner. I'm a rare dancer, I must 
tell you. Lordy! they'll tramp miles to watch me 
dance down the tight lads at the fairs. And as 
for moosic now, it hath been said that Tom Baxter 
hasn't his equal. I'll give you a toon, Mistress Jane, 
just one toon before we part. * Wigs on the 
Green' runs sweetly, and so doth *My Grannie's 
Frolic.'" 

He rolled up his sleeves with feverish haste, dived 
into a box near the hearth, from whence he drew his 
swaddled flute, fitted the pieces tenderly together, and 
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turned his eyes up to the rafters. After a gay and 
giddy tootling he stopped for breath. 

"I am vastly obleeged, sir, and now I really 
must " 

"Twas sitting on the wall at Cheney Court one 
fine morning at four o'clock, that I had the honour 
to perform before the Lady Mary," said Mr Baxter, 
absorbed in his topic, and regardless of the lapse 
of time. "Out she trots in clogs and calash — a 
regular fairy woman — to feed the birds, or the bunnies, 
or the grasshoppers, may be, gold-headed cane in 
hand. *Sir,' she pipes, 'you're a sweet performer, 
can you obleege me with the Old Hundredth?' 
* Challenge Mr Bach at it, my lady,' says I, * and also 
"Oh, what a Beau my Grannie was!" and "Miss 
Florinda's Frolic."'" 

He was so brilliant on his favourite instrument 
that but for dignity's sake, Jane would have cut, 
shuffled, and pousseted all over the floor, as he rattled 
off the tunes he named. 

But it was more than time to be moving; even 
Mr Baxter was aware of that, for his night's work was 
not over, and he ran to peer up and down the road 
before leading out the horses. 

" Lordy, what sluggard fools they be ! " he 
exclaimed, as he rode along by Jane's side. " Time 
for ten Chevaliers to give 'em the slip afore they 
got any horsemen up. Just a squad o' red coats 
buttoned up to their silly eyes tight as bolsters! 
Have you tucked that green book away safe in your 
stays, mistress ? Like that lack-lustre booby to peril 
honest men's lives, so I " 

" Oh, Mr Baxter, don't blaspheme, 'tis so wicked I " 
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" I won't, then." 

Presently Tom said : " Now, whereabouts would a 
young lady like you look for a valentine, Mistress Jane, 
if you wanted nobody to ask quiseting questions ? " 

"At the back of the Three Shires Stone there 
is quite a nice place, where Mr George Appleton used 
to leave valentines and sugared almonds for Myrtilla," 
was Jane's ready answer. 

" Good ! Well, before we bid farewell, I'd have you 
know, Mistress Jane, that Tom Baxter is a gentleman. 
'Tis not mean fellows only that ride by the light o' 
the moon. My father was the Reverend Thomas 
Baxter, and he was distantly related to a Chief 
Justice. He was a most excellent man, and I keep 
his sermons by me to this day." 

" You seem quite a good person, Mr Baxter. Pray, 
why do you — isn't it rather a pity you stop coaches ? " 

"Ah, Mistress Jane, you little know what blood- 
sucking, plundering, lying, thumb-screwing rogues ride 
in coaches ! And as for the women, 'tis giving their 
poor souls a chance to deliver 'em from the weight 
o' jewels they hang in their ears and round their 
necks." 

" Nevertheless " 

" I grant you there is another side to it, but 'tis in 
the blood, Mistress Jane — 'tis in the blood ! These are 
such mighty tame days, and one of the family sailed 
with Drake, while there was my great-uncle, a ruined 
Cavalier, who took to the road to pay off scores with 
the crop-ears. He liked the exercise and a good nag. 
I've made a great repute on the road, though that has 
its disadvantages, and I have my ambitions. If I 
were to retire into private life, as I've half a mind to, 
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'twould disoblige many worthy folk who wish to boast 
they've looked down Tom Baxter's blunderbuss." 

" I hope you will think of something else that may 
make you equally famous," said Jane, as they came 
in sight of the lofty gables of Cheney Court. " I 
think it a pity, and so, I am sure, must Lady Mary, 
who is very particular. I call Cheney Court the 
Bower of Bliss, because she gives us strawberry feasts 
and junket, and there are no flowers or apples like 
her's." 

" rU consider what you say. Mistress Jane. In the 
name of St Crow, how are you to get into this little 
fortress ? " 

" rU show you the window of Lady Mary's com- 
panion's chamber. You can throw up earth— she's 
the good-naturedest creature alive." 



CHAPTER XI 

ON A SPUR OF THE COTSWOLDS 

The dark wind-blown walk up and down rough steps 
to where Colerne's tall church-tower stood, a land- 
mark for the country round, was a gloomy experience . 
for Roseia. Even the deep glow at her heart — the 
priceless treasure she had found there — did not quench 
the stiller passion of pity, but rather intensified it. 

Within the breast of that tall, taciturn fugitive beside 
her, was a weight of cruel griefs too profound for 
speech, too bitter for sympathy. The sins of his 
fathers crushed a guiltless man to the dust, and the 
girl's generous nature was moved to such an intensity 

F 
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of awestruck compassion that henceforth life, if 
sadder, was far more real to her. Here were contrasts 
so sharp in the relentless destiny, spreading broad 
bats' wings over a princely cradle, and onward and 
onward, while the world's most glorious prize lay all 
the while just beyond the reach of those limp fingers, 
as evermore to serve as a balance for the things of 
this temporary world. 

They reached the parsonage at length, and came 
upon the old vicar asleep in his porch, with a bottle 
of Schnapps and a brown jug of cider on a shelf 
ready to hand. He was a sturdy, shrewd, stag- 
hunting parson, who drank with his parishioners on 
Saturday, and thundered at them from the pulpit 
on Sunday. He was king of Coleme, whoever 
occupied the throne of England, and so abhorrent 
to him was the notion of "furriners," that he 
obstinately refused to pray for King George, pre- 
ferring to go by his printed prayer-book, which set 
forth the name of Queen Anne. How was he to 
know for certain the good lady was dead — such lies 
as be put about ! 

Knowing almost to a certainty the upshot of the 
conference at Sothemwood Castle, and a few other 
" Round Robin " centres too, he would not go to bed 
that night. 

Roused suddenly from his unpremeditated 
slumbers, he plumped on his knees before the 
illustrious stranger, and had to be helped up again. 

"God bless my soul! Footed it across the tops, 
did ye ? Dead o' night too ! Her princes be brought 
low, that they be! What? Rose o' Meredyth a- 
blooming like the Rose o' Sharon! Pretty maids 
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should be getting their beauty sleep. Never did 
think to zee this day! Well, well — alack, alack! 
'Tis hark and away for the coast — tantivy, tantivy — 
and the Whigs to blazes ! Mean dogs, mean dogs ! — 
be too strong for honest folk yet awhile. Tamsy, 
woman, Tamsy, where be 'ee ? There's bound to be 
a vine vire in the house-place, and no scoundrelly 
Whigs 'ill poke their noses in there." 

Tamsy, her red arms in her huckaback apron, ran 
out at the summons, and then stumped across the 
green to the tavern, which was a half-way house for 
the smugglers running goods across from dodging 
the Bristol Customs. There was no choice in the 
matter of an escort, but if the smugglers had heard 
of that immense reward for the person of the 
Chevalier, dead or alive, they would scarcely fail to 
be on the look-out His unusual height was against 
him, but Tom Baxter had picked the men — local all 
of them — whose families had fought for the king in 
old days, and stuffed their ears with a story of a 
gentleman fleeing from his creditors. 

The vicar took Roseia aside, while the Prince 
with Father Weld went into the house. 

"Since this fine bloody proclamation be out," he 
said, "I be mortal afeared lest Satan should pull 
some fellow by the ear to a Judas business. They 
be a decent crew enough in fair weather, but I would 
scarce answer for even a Colerne bred-and-bom man 
with such a mint o' money going a-begging. I could 
tell 'ee a tale would make 'ee laugh, my dear — ^how I 
stepped into Court at Bristol one day, and found 'em 
trying half a score strapping lads for running brandy. 
They all took oath they was Dutchmen, and had an 
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interpreter. Lord bless my soul, three o' them were 
Coleme men, and the rest Box and Marshfield ! 

** Do *ee want a bed to-night, my dear ? Tamsy 
would find 'ee one, but unluckily the devil of drink 
got into an honest lad, and he got killed in the 
quarries last week, then there was nothing but to 
take in his widow and her five little ones. A beastly 
sin is drunkenness, and one, even an innocent person, 
has need to pray against, lest it should grip him 
unawares." 

He shook his head reproachfully at the Dutch 
bottle on the shelf, and took a drink of cider. 

Tamsy came back from the tavern to report that 
the horses were ready, but Tom Baxter had not yet 
appeared. 

"Tom Baxter!" echoed Roseia. "The famous 
highwayman ? " 

"Aye, but a monstrous good fellow if he would 
but keep his hands out of other folks' pouches. A 
bit of a braggart too — his deeds lose nothing in the 
telling." 

Ten minutes later Mr Baxter rode up at greater 
speed than he would have cared to put his precious 
nag to, if he had not been somewhat oblivious of 
time with Miss Jane for audience to his fluting. His 
dapper form shot into the vicar's porch, with his 
customary terrifying alertness. " A moonshiny night 
by your leave, Ben," was his salutation. 

" For goods bound for the Channel," responded 
the parson. "Take a drop, Mr Baxter, to drink 
success ? " 

"To success, and your Reverence's good health! 
So there's been no nabbing ? We must be trundling. 
Another petticoat, by Jupiter and Venus!" he 
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muttered, eyeing Roseia's muffled form. " Be this a 
partner in the dance, vicar ? " 

"That depends whether the lady may ride with 
all respect and civility, sir." Then in a whisper he 
said to Roseia : " My dear, would it scare 'ee to ride a 
pillion behind the Chevalier as far as Syston Court, 
where 'ee would be among friends ? " 

" I would do more than that, and count myself a 
lucky girl, sir." 

" Mr Baxter, a word with you. The gentleman, 
you comprehend, carries his wife, or may be sweet- 
heart, with him." 

" From an angry father ! Lordy, a famous notion — 
gives a good countenance! Let your lie be a good 
weight-carrier." 

"Can you answer for the escort's civility? Mind 
you, sir, no cursing, swearing, or jests which are 
not convenient, in the presence of Innocence and 
Misfortune." 

" The lads know me, and they know the ring o' two 
metals — gold and lead. My grand-uncle, who set 
me the example 'tis my destiny to follow, was the 
pink o' courtesy to the sex. Your Reverence knows 
Tom Baxter — never a woman's pearly tear shed on 
account o' him, -Except indeed for tenderness o' 
heart, and a fancy for a man of parts." 

"'Tis the longest but safest road to your worthy 
father's house, my dear," were the parson's parting 
words to Roseia, when he had established her on a 
moth-eaten pillion, once the property of his dead 
sister. Tom Baxter, keenly alert, caught the words, 
and a glimpse of an amazing pretty face. 

He slapped his thigh in satisfaction. "A yellow 
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Greorge to a brass token, here's the right Rose this 
time!" he muttered. Riding close beside her, he 
whispered : " The messenger and the g^een morocco 
pocket-book be both in safety, mistress." 

Her start of intelligent surprise convinced him that 
he was right. Once sure of her identity he was not 
going to permit her to go mumping on a pillion 
behind disinherited royalty, for the eight miles or 
so to Syston Court ; so he fetched out a spare horse 
from the tavern, changed his own saddle to this 
inferior beast, mounted the young lady on his well- 
bred, easy-paced hack, and explained that they should 
save time by relieving one animal from a double 
burden. Anyhow, he was master of the situation, 
and Roseia was well pleased with the change. 

Wishing to entertain her as they rode along, he 
conversed most agreeably all about himself; compared 
with the exploits of Tom Baxter all other topics 
seemed, frankly, flat to him. Roseia edged in a 
word with difficulty, bent on getting round to another 
subject . 

" About the green pocket-book, Mr Baxter — so it 
was found at Chapel Plaster ? " 

" Aye, retrieved right enough by as clever a little 
nipper as ever stepped in female form." 

" I protest I do not understand you, sir ! " 

"Mistress Jane Meredyth, to wit! What with 
beauty, elegance, and spunk Squire Meredyth should 
be a happy father. Lordy, my dried walnut o' a heart 
went pit-a-pat like a schoolboy's when I guessed it 
was the Rose o' Meredyth herself! First guess wrong 
— second right — ^heads turned up to the cry." 

"What! My sister Jenny? Heavens! there are 
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no bounds to that child's daring and impudence. 
For pity's sake, where is she now, Mr Baxter ? " 

"Snug under blankets sniffing o' sweet lavender, 
mistress, at Cheney Court'* 

" But what became of Captain Alexander ? " 

"Rode to the Bath, I presume, where he was 
awaited. Ah! there's a man! If he had been 
changed at birth with His Solemnity yonder, there 
would be no lack o' fighting men now. He and 
me together — why, they'd have swarmed round us, 
hustled round us, driven every jabbering German 
swine over Dover cliffs into the sea, with the devil 
screwing the tails of 'em." 

"You know Captain Alexander very well, I 
suppose ? " 

" Passable well ; that is, none better. We sky- 
larked together in old Berkshire days. Oh, many a 
time hue-and-cry was after him — an urchin mouching 
from starched pastors and masters — while we was 
sailing down the Thames in an egg-shell thing we 
built ourselves. He was never bom to be drowned — 
nor hanged neither — I'll swear that! Since those 
days o' blessed St Birch small luck hath come his 
way; but come sweets come sours, Tom Baxter 
sticketh like pitch to a patent good fellow like 
Harry Alexander, though all the world may squint 
askance at him." 

"Indeed, I trust the gentleman is worthy such 
staunch friendship," said Roseia with a gentle dash 
of irony. 

"A man of fine parts and curious crafts is my 
captain. Mistress Rose. Not built too high for service, 
as yonder stilt-legged foreign importation be. I 
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know no equal of his — ^save, may be, your servant 
present to command — in managing a boat off the 
wild west coast o' Scotland. As for a dead shot, 
you may pray for the soul of the man who stands 
opposite his muzzle." 

" Fm glad of that," said Roseia, half to herself, with 
the bloodthirstiness of the gentlest heart in the world 
when a lover's enemy is in question. She was certain 
that Alexander would challenge Carmillion, or receive 
a challenge from him ; and she set her white, small 
teeth, and stiffened in every muscle at the bare fancy 
of the meeting. 

She had travelled a long way — a long way, truly — 
since she had perched on the old cairn to watch 
the clouds sail by, and thought how sweet to die 
young, and fly off on the wings of a dove to a more 
ethereal land ! No fancy for dying now, but a thirst 
to drink deep of the draught of inspiration that 
bubbles up at Life's mystic, solemn fount. 

" He has the look of a man who knows not fear," 
said Roseia, doing her best to speak as though the 
subject were really indifferent to her. 

" There it is ; only men are such fools ! " exclaimed 
Baxter enigmatically. " Now, Fve just thought of a 
prank will prodigiously entertain you." And he was 
off on a jerky relation of some adventure of his own, 
in which Captain Alexander — who, the merest goose 
might know very well, was the only man in the world 
worth talking about — had nothing to do. After that 
she failed to extract anything beyond a brief, scrappy 
reference to the man who seemed to be so elusive when 
she used her utmost wiles to get some knowledge of 
him. 
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On the whole, the praises of a gentleman of doubt- 
ful conduct and unquestionably plebeian breeding, 
damped her exalted ideas concerning Alexander — 
or at least brought them down to a humbler level 
and this hurt her, for she was a creature of dainty 
fastidiousness — one who sought perfection, and dis- 
liked a spoilt thing, no matter what it was originally. 

Possibly it was a lurking consciousness that when 
she gave, she gave so utterly, that barred emotion 
with the questionings of judgment. It was damming 
a rivulet through a meadow : but how if a tidal wave 
was at hand ? 



CHAPTER XII 

ROSEIA'S "FROLIC" 

In Atkyn's "Gloucestershire" you may turn to a 
delightful birdseye view of Syston Court, as it was 
in that year of Bubbles. The fine old English house, 
shut into its paved courtyard by elaborate iron gates, 
was taller than it is now by half a storey— of which 
it was robbed — ^and among its true Gloucestershire 
gables, rose four pepper-pot towers. Trim gardens 
lay around it planted in the Dutch style; with 
everything else suitable to a gentleman's place. 
Mr Fiennes Trotman, whose second wife was Lady 
Drake, had succeeded a line of ancestors, whose 
pictures and plate were in his halls; and they 
must have kept their pedigree with praiseworthy 
precision, for, as the county histories tell, they 
were descended from that fortunate herdsman whose 
cakes King Alfred burnt 
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In the absence of her two male idols, Lady Drake 
added a random psalm to her evening reading, and 
had her strong-minded waiting-woman, Mrs Dimond, 
to sleep in her chamber, with an extra dog on the 
door-mat. She was excessively timid, but her passive 
obedience tp her husband would have almost 
astonished the very monks who decreed that for 
ever Englishwomen should vow to obey, without 
reservation. Bolstered up by blind belief in Mr 
Trotman's wisdom, she held herself prepared for 
any strange thing that might happen while he was 
at Sothemwood Castle, even to tihe arrival of un- 
known travellers, as he had warned her 

But as it was not safe to rely upon her discretion, 
he had carefully abstained from hints as to the 
personality of the possible guest. "A foreign 
gentleman " ; that was all — one who had enemies, and 
wished to be quiet. 

She had been long retired to her room when the 
event actually took place, and Roseia Meredyth was 
shown in. 

"Oh me, oh me!" the poor lady twittered. 
" Something horrid has happened ! For love's sake, 
my dear young lady, do not try to deceive me. Is 
it Mr Trotman, or Francis, or both? Oh me, oh 
me!" 

"Nothing has happened, except that I am sent 
by my papa and Mr Trotman to intrude upon your 
ladyship's kindness," Roseia answered cheerfully. 
" And in my company came a — a foreign gentleman, 
and his servant." 

" Now, fie. Miss Meredyth ! you have made a run- 
away match; and there is my poor Frankie, who 
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will certainly blow out his brains, and how shall I 
feel then?" 

"Truly, ma'am, if I had taken so mad a flight, 
I should not beg to be received under your roof; 
that would be madder still, seeing how properly 
you would scold me." 

"To be sure, so I should. I wish Mr Trotman 
would come home and explain it all." 

"Dimond is minding the strangers," said Roseia. 
"There were orders, I think, that only he and Mrs 
Dimond were to be concerned with them." 

She nodded and smiled at the buxom waiting- 
woman, who nodded her huge frilled cap back at 
her in confidence. Martha had wedded John because 
her mistress had wedded his master. She had 
dandled all the young Meredyths in her arms from 
Myrtilla downwards. 

The next idea was that Roseia must be starving, 
and a huge tray was brought in, with cakes and 
pastry, and all that very young and healthy persons 
prefer. And then the tired girl was tucked up on 
the "sophy" in her friend's room. 

She was in safe custody there, whatever wild freaks 
might be on hand ; and she slept profoundly. 

As Lady Drake stepped up into her plumed four- 
post bed, she whispered in Dimond's ear: "No 
one but his mother knows how that boy's heart 
is set on that girl — sweet, pretty creatures they all 
are, though Jane has not much looks. She'll bring 
no great fortune, to be sure ; and if I was a PoUexfen 
of Wembury I know that a place is all the better 
for a wife with a good portion. If Francis were not 
my only one, I daresay I should not mind so much, 
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but Lord, Dimond, I don't half like the look of it ! 
Did you say the gentleman has a dumpish look? 
But no one can answer for a girl! I wish Mr 
Trotman would come home and explain it all." 

Roseia was allowed to sleep late before Mrs 
Dimond roused her to a pleasant, homely breakfast. 
With twinkling black eyes the waiting-woman threw 
a shawl over the billows of borrowed frills in which 
the girlish proportions were lost, and whispered: 
"You had a pretty frolic last night, Mistress Rose; 
but I never would ha* thought o' your playing odds 
and evens against my Frankie." 

"Your Frankie, Dimond, is a dear fellow, but 
my vows are all paid to the melancholy gentleman 
downstairs/' 

"Well, there!" cried Mrs Dimond, "I was bred 
and born among high gentlefolk, and I don't hold with 
them as isn't ; but as to following the ins and outs of 
them I never shall, so I suppose Providence meant it 
so. It looks like a botdied business too," she went on 
regretfully. " I love a bit o' spunk in sweethearting, 
and, deary me, he is but a glummicky piece — your 
gentleman." 



CHAPTER XHI 

WITH CAPTAIN BEN AT COLE'S FARM 

The Chevalier de St George — that shadow of a 
king — moved in the background of many lives at 
that date, a shadow of fatality to some, but never 
more than a shadow. His cause was a bubble, but 
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in breaking it broke, as such bubbles must, some 
hearts and lives. 

No one will ever get at the facts of that intrigue, 
or plot, by which he was enticed over to England 
from his grudged domicile in Lorraine: whether 
ignorant friends or treacherous enemies had the 
chief hand in it But among eager crooked fingers 
dabbling in the concern Lady Carmillion's had 
been the greediest. 

Somebody paid her for secret service with a few 
shares in the South Sea Scheme — shares that had 
run up, and were still running up enormously. She 
made use of Kitty Pricker, who in turn made use 
of her, and knew a great deal better what was 
going on; for Kitty listened and observed, while 
Lady Carmillion talked. She was one of those 
ordinary persons who cannot under any circum- 
stances escape from their own point of view, or 
take in what does not affect themselves. 

Since Miss Pricker's meeting in Hetling Court 
with Tracy she had had a busy and exciting time. 
Tattle was, of course, the normal garnish of the 
Bath waters, and things were said about Pricker's 
non-appearance on the parades and in the toy-shops 
where lotteries were held ; but she played a humble 
part, and there was not much fun in taking away 
her character. 

Three days in the week a yellow coach ran from 
Bath to the sulphur spa at Middlehill near Box, 
when fashionable patients might see Kitty sitting 
outside on a back seat, modestly abstaining from 
courting observation. The "Spa" Inn stood on a 
lovely bit of common below Cheney Court, and if 
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its visitors cared for other colours than those they 
saw on the card-table, there were singularly beautiful 
sunset vignettes to be seen through vistas of forest 
trees. The beauty remains, but the spa has 
vanished. 

Kitty's account of herself was that Lady Carmillion 
— who painted an inch thick — used to send her for 
a complexion wash to a herbalist at Box, and she 
displayed a glass phial filled with water and heads 
of groundsel in support of the tale. She alighted 
nimbly from the coach before it turned up to the 
inn, and instead of walking on to Box, went up a 
lane — Alcombe Lane — and slipped into Cole's Farm. 
In the last few days a youthful rider, who might 
have been her twin brother, had been passing up 
and down from Cole's Farm to Chapel Plaster, but 
always in the dusk of morning or evening. 

Cole's Farm, a picturesque confusion of stone 
roofs and muUioned windows, is said to have been 
the dower-house of Cheney Court ; and local tradition 
even yet records how, when Henrietta Maria stopped 
at the Spekes house on her way from Oxford to 
Exeter, her ladies and gentlemen, for whom there 
was no room at the Court, might be seen stepping 
daintily across the fields to the farm. 

You may see, but probably for only a little 
longer, the plaster lioncels on the ceiling, and the 
carved panelling of the parlour, in which those 
faithful servants talked in low tones over "the 
Troubles.'* 

When Kitty Pricker frequented it, it was a squalid 
semi-ruin, for which "Captain Ben," who headed 
the gang of smugglers, paid rent. 
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It was common in those days to regard the 
runners of grain and spirits, whose convoy of pack- 
horses or carts never lacked assistance in the miry 
lanes, as a useful joint-stock company for the 
supply of desirable commodities at cheap rates. 
No questions were asked if a keg of strong 
waters was found under the parson's gooseberry 
bushes, and an invidious remark was once made 
in the Jiouse of Commons itself regarding the silk 
handkerchiefs in the pockets of the Honourable 
Members. 

Kitty's acquaintance with Captain Ben began 
accidentally at a fortune-teller's in the neighbour- 
hood, where they were having their horoscopes 
drawn out, but it ripened suddenly amid the chink 
of golden coin and the glisten of jewelry. 

It was curious how many bracelets, lockets, and 
rings Captain Ben could produce tied up in a hand- 
kerchief and tucked into a hole in a wall. Kitty 
never asked where they came from, for well-bred 
persons do not look the gift-horse in the mouth, 
but she never wore them without having some altera- 
tion made in a stone or a setting. There was one 
trait in the captain's character she thought intoler- 
ably mean, however — he was not to be beguiled 
into giving her more than a few guineas at a 
time, or any jewel of real value. He was a remark- 
ably strong, handsome brute, with explosive moods 
of temper or joviality ; and in her way she admired 
him for those qualities, for Kitty was phlegmatic, 
needing stimulants of the strongest kind to excite 
her; and finding hate more agreeably rousing than 
the softer passions. 
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There was a piquant pleasure in scorning the 
strong man while she fascinated him, and there 
was always the chance of gain, for she shrewdly 
suspected that he had pots of gold hidden away. 
Some day he might be shot, or hanged, and then 
she would rout over Cole's Farm until she found 
his treasure. 

Kitty was bothered with no scruples, and a 
talent for intrigue supplied the place of imagina- 
tion. Nothing affected her tough nerves, and, so, 
when she stood before the fire in the Cole's Farm 
parlour on that notable October evening, she was 
as calmly phlegmatic as though Lady Carmillion's 
good diamonds were not carefully quilted inside her 
stays. 

These diamonds were heirlooms, so Lady Carmillion 
dared not sell them ; she was just now safe in bed 
with bronchitis, and mustard plasters, bled every day, 
and lying in a room without a fireplace, so Kitty 
believed she was fairly safe, though they had a trick 
in Geoigian days of hanging for a theft which ex- 
ceeded forty shillings. 

If ever Miss Pricker indulged in the pleasures of 
imagination, it was in respect to that hundred 
thousand pounds reward — the hundred thousand 
blood-stains on it did not affect her. And to-night 
she had staked heavily on the chance of it. 

Such crafty nets had been laid that the Chevalier 
was safe to be trapped either at Hazelbury or Sothern- 
wood, and then Tracy was to pick her up at Chapel 
Plaster — near the former place, and at Corsham a 
post-chaise would be in readiness to carry them to 
London. She regarded the two men as her rough 
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tool, and her fine one, and hoped to rid herself of 
one and the other so soon as she had done with 
them. 

The tall clock had loudly ticked off twenty 
minutes before Ben came in, his black-browed face 
as surly as a quarrelsome bull-dog's. 

"Well,** said Kitty from before the blazing fire, 
"have you no greeting but a grunt for me. 
Captain? Your words might be gold, you are so 
precious of them. Here have I been kicking my 
heels while you have been drinking at *The Three 
Cups.' Tm going to give you up, Captain Ben, for 
a gentleman with prettier manners." 

" And I'm going to put a bullet through his pretty 
head, and your's too, my girl." 

"Why, do you want to hang in chains, Ben? 
There's no hurry about it — you're sure to come to it 
in the way of business some day. Are you jealous, 
Ben ? It only needs that to make me sick of you ! 
Beaus, bloods, and smugglers — you are a pack of 
ninnies — not a pin to choose between you. Come, 
crack a bottle of that delectable French wine that 
fizzes, and have done with the sulks. Drink to 
my fortunes, for I'm going to find a new mistress." 

"You're going to find a master, my beauty." 

"Indeed!" 

" Name of Captain Ben. There's a dealer in nick- 
nacks who comes along to *The Three Cups' with 
tales from that Bath o' yours." 

"Go on — ^you'll learn in time to make quite a 
lengthy speech. 'Tis a vast advance on two words, 
a curse, and a bark." 

Kitty tossed off a bumper of champagne, and 
G 
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pushed the glass for more. Her bantering tones 
left him as unresponsive as a muzzled bear. 

"One knot you won't slip, my foxy one," he said 
presently, "and that's wedlock. I'll fetch a parson 
from Bath to-morrow who'll splice us. You can 
bide here till then." 

" And what do I gain by that bargain, pray ? " 

" A husband who'll teach you manners. I'm going 
to lock you up till I come back." 

" So you know a parson in Bath — how droll I " said 
Kitty, to gain time. " What may his name be ? " 

" Pannell." 

"To be sure; one who hangs about *The 
Christopher' to game with goslings new come to 
town, and their serving-men." 

He nodded, lifted his heavy bulk from the wooden 
armchair into which he had sunk, and sauntering 
across the room, began to rummage in a corner 
cupboard. 

Kitty watched him curiously; she never knew 
precisely what he might do next; and when he 
came back with a bit of frayed rope in his hand, 
a chill fear crept over her — was he going to strangle 
her? Yet if craft could prevail over brutality she 
was safe enough. 

"Take hold," he said, with his pipe between his 
teeth. 

"What in the world is it?" Kitty questioned 
lightly. 

"Hanged Toby Skirret for splitting a gullet" 

Kitty took the filthy object, and scrutinised it 
with morbid pleasure. She had a keen relish for 
horrors — the viler the more tasty. 
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"Now swear" — he taught her a dreadful and 
obscene oath, by which she bound herself to marry 
him. Kitty repeated the words as she would have 
lapped some strong new drink. 

To Captain Ben that bit of hangman's rope was as 
good as a saint's bone to a mediaeval peasant ; while 
to her, it was a mere bit of hemp, and she stifled a 
laugh over the mummery. 

"Well, now, where are those twenty guineas you 
promised me?" she asked, while he stowed away 
his relic in safety. 

" What do you want with twenty yellow Georges, 
you vixen?" 

"To pay a pest of a manty-maker. She vows 
her brats are starving." 

"Let 'em starve." 

" Oh, Lud, yes ! But she gives such a ton to the 
silks you bring me. I love my clothes better than 
anything in the world, and somebody has got to 
pay for them." 

He took out a leathern bag, and doled her out 
twenty guineas. " There — ^you'll get no more of these 
shiners yet awhile ! " 

Kitty pocketed the gold with a pleasurable con- 
viction that her usual good luck would help her to 
escape from Captain Ben by means of his own 
money. "So you are off to Bath, are you," she 
observed, " for the parson ? " 

He was busy examining the primings of his pistols, 
and did not look up as he grunted an answer to her 
question. " I've a piece o' business before that job." 

There was something, as he spoke, that sent a 
dart of suspicion through Kitty's brain — ^his look 
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and tone were extra brutal. Could he be going 
to murder Carmillion? It was likely enough. She 
hastily balanced the notion as for or against her 
interests. On the whole, she preferred Tracy's life. 

" Boxhill way ? " she asked carelessly. 

" That matters nought to thee." 

"You'll run your neck into a hempen cravat out 
of foolery, Ben. Why come back here instead of 
making for the Channel?" 

" To make sure o' a bale o' flimsy goods." 

He stared in her face with cruel eyes, showing 
her the barrel of a great pistol. She flicked the 
weapon with her thick little fingers, and laughed. 

"Ain't you tired of trying to make me afraid?" 
she jeered. 

"You make a sprightly lad, vixen," was Ben's 
next observation, his hot red eyes travelling slowly 
over the neat figure clad in masculine riding clothes. 

"And with a pretty command of curses for 
occasions," she rejoined. "What I learnt in the 
stables I was free of as a brat has been vastly to 
my advantage — ^to swear, cock a hat, swagger, and 
toss off a pint of beer." 

"Aye, a doomed sprightly lad," repeated Captain 
Ben, still eyeing her between puffs of tobacco smoke. 

She glanced at the clock, and made a mental 
calculation how soon Tracy could be at Chapel 
Plaster. The supper at Sothernwood Castle was 
fixed for the early hour of half-past six ; the surprise 
was planned two hours later. She might look for 
him at about nine. "Ben," she said, with a hasty 
shiver, and frightened eyes roaming round — " Ben, 
Tm convinced there's a ghost here; I heard the 
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queerest noises before you came, and I vow I 
won't be left alone. You tied me up fast with that 
oath, and I'd sooner ride up to Chapel Plaster and 
wait there for you and that parson." 

Ben considered before answering. He was, in fact, 
very busy that night with a cargo of barrels to 
conceal, and his threat of killing Carmillion had 
been merely ornamental. Kitty at Chapel Plaster 
would be well out of the way. So the matter was 
arranged to her liking, he promising to bring over 
Mr Pannell at an early hour in the morning. 

"I can't help myself," Kitty said with a shrug. 
"The hag has turned me off — I've nowhere to go." 

When Miss Pricker found herself ensconced alone 
at Chapel Plaster, she had the satisfaction of having 
scored a point. Once in London the smuggler was 
almost certain to lose trace of her for ever, and if 
she could put the King's men on his track, the 
gallows would soon rid her of a ruffian whose claims 
were beginning to annoy her. 



CHAPTER XIV 

KITTY PRICKER'S BARGAIN 

Kitty raked together the ashes of a smouldering fire, 
put on wood, drew up a wooden stool, and warmed 
her feet. She looked about her, at the rough floor 
strewn with bundles of hay and straw, chopped faggots, 
and a jumble of odds and ends; at Tom Baxter's 
lockers ; at the massive beams which served for larder, 
pantry, and wardrobe. 
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When she was warm, she proceeded with purposeful 
curiosity to examine into nooks and corners. To 
thrifty Kitty, other people's secrets were stock-in- 
trade, and she lit a couple of rush-lights whose feeble 
glow cast dark mis-shapen shadows around. In hopes 
of finding money, or useful scraps of Tom Baxter's 
private history — or still better, of Ben's — she made a 
thorough investigation, and presently she spied a 
small flat object set lightly on a broken stone in the 
wall near the hearth. 

It was a green morocco pocket-book tied with 
ribbon. This promised well : private memoranda may 
point to hidden treasure or hang an inconvenient man. 

It must be remembered that Kitty's visit to Chapel 
Plaster occurred an hour earlier than Jane Meredy th's. 
If it had been otherwise, this story would have been 
different. 

She untied and opened that momentous case, 
and out fell a folded paper with a broken seal She 
picked it up, spread the sheet, and read the 
address, *' H.M.KJ." 

" Oho ! " Kitty gave a slight whistle. She held in 
her hands one of the " round-robins " by which groups 
of Jacobite gentlemen used to communicate with the 
exiles, and with one another. This particular docu- 
ment was signed as usual with the signatures, arranged 
like the spokes of a wheel, so that no one should head 
the list, and was a welcome from " humble loyal sub- 
jects" to James Francis. It was not an invitation, 
it contained no promises, yet in the present state of 
jealous dread in high quarters it was enough for the 
confiscation of many broad lands, and to imperil some 
worthy heads. 
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Miss Pricker clenched her short, curved fingers 
in prospective clutch upon gold. Her slanting eyes 
glittered and narrowed, the tight comers of her thin 
mouth curled upwards. She held the lives of some 
thirty gentlemen in this sheet of paper. She examined 
the pocket-book attentively. " Not a speck of dust 
on it," she murmured. " He cannot have got further 
than Hazelbury or Sothernwood ; they have him fast 
by this time ! " 

The bundles of straw about her seemed to turn 
into the hundred thousand pounds under her eyes. 
Gold in heaps — gold that she might run her hands 
through, hearing the tinkle and chink of it ! 

A cold anguish gripped her suddenly. Tracy was 
to have the chief sl^are in it — but, again, why should 
he ? He wanted to keep his name out of the trans- 
action, and be would perhaps offer to marry her in 
order to secure the money, meaning to shufHe out of 
it at the last moment. She would show him which of 
the two made the better diplomat 

She carried a silk hussif in her saddle-pocket, and 
she proceeded to rip open a flap of her coat-pocket. 
Into this she slipped the precious letter, and stitched 
it up again. 

And now she felt that with two handsome strings to 
her bow, she was in comparative safety. She could 
sell the round-robin to Government, or she might 
make more out of it by what she should extract from 
the men whose estates, if not their lives, were im- 
perilled by its existence. 

"Lud!" she exclaimed, "such a 'king' as 
that is just fit to be carried round as Guy Fawkes, 
and burnt with squibs ! Just like the lantern-jawed 
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papist, to leave the book here." And now she was 
impatient for Tracy to come, that they might get on 
their way towards London. 

With the recollection of that pestilent oath in the 
background, and of the violent passions of the man 
who had obliged her to take it, she knew there was 
one thing she must manage as soon as possible — 
namely, to lose herself. She heard Tracy's signal at 
the door before very long, sprang to open it, and saw 
him holding his horse — not triumphant, but dejected. 

"What news?" The question was snapped out 
sharp and hard. 

" You may whistle for your ten thousand pounds, 
Kitty," was Carmillion's sour answer. "He has 
slipped, somehow, through the dolt's fingers." 

" Idiots — all of you ! What do you do now ? " 

" There is nothing to do." 

" There is always something for a man with brains. 
How did it go at Sothernwood ? " 

" There will be no rising." 

" Well, then, don't you see, they must smuggle him 
across the water again as quick as possible ! " 

" It may have been all barumr 

" He landed, I'll swear ! You know he did. Lud, 
if I had been a man ! Now, just get to Bristol as fast 
as you can lay a beast's four legs to the road, and 
warn them. I'll look to the Dorset coast." 

"We've that curs't footpad to thank for this ! " 

" Little Tom Baxter is cleverer than you all ! If 
he had been with us — but be off, Mr Carmillion." 

He mounted and rode off. She did not wait for 
his parting nod, for she too was anxious to be on her 
way. Things were not quite so smooth now, but Kitty 
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had a head for emergencies, and in a flash of intelli- 
gence she perceived a new chance. 

Tracy found her riding hard after him, calling out. 
He drew rein, and waited for her to speak, feeling 
not at all eager for the companionship he expected 
her to proffer. 

"What became of Captain Alexander?" was the 
question she had to put — startlingly irrelevant, it 
appeared to Carmillion. 

" He was despatched to Bath to warn Mr Lacy of 
the result of the meeting — so Lord Cornbury said." 

"Was it a blind, do you think?" asked Kitty 
cautiously. 

" I believe not. Lacy was waiting at * The 
Christopher,' I know. What the devil do you 
want with the fellow, Kitty?" 

"I fancied I might make him useful without his 
knowledge," said Pricker truthfully. " Good luck to 
you, Mr Carmillion, and a safe journey." 

Without hesitation she turned, and took the road 
to Bath. She missed meeting Jane and Tom Baxter 
by a few minutes. 

She had reached Middlehill when her long-sighted 
eyes caught sight of a horseman coming from the 
direction of Cheney Court on the opposite side of 
the shallow ravine which cleaves the common below 
the spa. '- - * V ' * ' 

She was out of her saddle that instant, flung the 
bridle over a bush, and ran to intercept the rider. 

She could see without being seen, but exclaiming : 
" The luck of it — sure, mine's a lucky star ! " she 
stood boldly out beyond the bramble brakes. 

Captain Alexander was riding away from Cheney 
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Court, a bitterly disappointed man. He was naturally 
sanguine, as some are who appear to be born to ill 
fortune, and this latest blow had dashed him into the 
recklessness of- mood that is part and parcel of his 
temperament. A man at once reasonable and 
impulsive, a thinker, and passionate, has a difficult 
team to guide. He is likely to be wise for others, 
and to make mad havoc of his own concerns ; to 
lay out excellent plans, and to be whirled away on 
the blast of blind passion and prejudice. 

As he came along, he looked out warily, though 
his head was full of heavy thoughts ; and almost 
before Miss Pricker's figure, in her mannish dress, 
issued from the bushes, he had seen, and compre- 
hended, and recognised her. 

He bent down to ask in a kind, careless way : " What 
does this mean, Miss Pricker ? You are late abroad ; 
what has become of your horse ? '* 

" Tell me quick — is he safe ? " gasped Kitty, laying 
her hand on the bridle. 

"If not, should I be here?" was the rather cold 
rejoinder. " You know a great deal. Miss Kitty. Can 
I do anything for you ? " 

She burst into sobs and tears. Real tears streamed 
down her round, pale cheeks, for she had the art of 
producing them, and she sobbed out : " You see before 
you, Captain Alexander, the most forlorn wretch in 
the world. I stole a horse in the King's service, and 
that has been stolen from me. Lady Carmillion has 
turned me out to starve because she will not have a 
'Jacobite' about her. If I am caught they will hang 
me for horse-stealing ; and I have but two guineas 
and a sixpence." 
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"You are as unlucky as — others," he said gently. 
" Well, jump up behind me if you can make shift 
I must to Bath, but you need not fear. The hue-and- 
cry will scarce be after you till morning, and they 
will not be hard on a young lady's frolic ; I will sec 
that the horse is paid for." 

" The feeling has run so high against the Cause, sir ; 
and I have enemies — Lady Carmillion the worst It 
passes me to comprehend how I lent myself to such 
wild doings — friendless girl that I am. I am horribly 
afraid to go back to Bath, but I am still more deadly 
in fear of Captain Ben." 

" Jump up. We will talk it over." 

Kitty obeyed, and settled herself as well as she 
could on a comfortless perch ; but until she left home 
in a carrier's cart from Stroud for Lady Carmillion's 
service, she had been used to ride anyhow on any- 
thing that offered. 

For a while they trotted along the road in 
silence. 

The trees of Shockerwick were on their right when 
Kitty heaved a great sigh, and spoke. 

" Sir, take me with you to France." 

" To France ? How do you know I am bound for 
France?" 

" I think that you and he will cross over within a 
few hours." 

" You would come with me ? No. Besides, I do 
not know that France is my destination." 

" I make no conditions. I will accompany you." 

" It is out of my power." 

" Come, sir, I know you can take me if you will. I 
am in distress — no one will enquire what has become 
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of me. Why do you refuse ? Is it on account of the 
Jesuits?" 

" The Prince I serve detests light women." 

"Ho! Has he no respect for the memory of 
Mistress Clarges?" 

Alexander was silent Perhaps he was sorry he 
had dealt her that slap, provoked as it was by the 
subtle, insistent impudence of her voice and manner. 

" Alas ! " began Miss Kitty again, as they passed 
through sleeping Batheaston, "you reject my 
company, and will cast me to the dogs to be ate up 
—in Bath." 

" I will see you to Bristol, if you have friends 
there." 

" Friends I have none ; I am but a poor dependent." 

She sobbed at his back, with her head against him. 

" I will not let you starve, my girl," he said. " Dry 
your eyes." 

" I have freely proffered you my company to France 
— or elsewhere. I took you for a gentleman of spirit, 
and you are a prig." 

He laughed a little at that. 

"You are a little fool to dream of throwing in 
your lot with a homeless, penniless outlaw, Kitty." 

"Well, 'tis my fancy." 

" I cannot take you about with me, but I'll leave 
you safe." 

" Safe ! — with my foes, and my creditors ? Ah, you 
would cheat me ! I've changed my mind : I can do 
without your company, seeing you have such slight 
civility for me; but I have wares to sell, which I 
think you may choose to buy." 

"I will do what a ruined man may." 
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" Oh, not so deeply ruined as to fail of my price ! 
What would you give for your life ? ** 

"Faith — ^thanks to the fellow who would deprive 
me of it, I think ! " 

" But for the lives of some thirty of the Chevalier's 
friends ? To be plain, Captain Alexander, my wares 
are just those, and a couple of dozen or so of fine 
properties." 

" I am dull at guessing riddles. Miss Pricker." 

"Fugitive kings might have a care of papers 
which imperil the safety of their friends, but they 
think, perhaps, only of their own. Thirty gentlemen 
wrote to tender their obedience to the Chevalier, 
on landing in England. The paper fell into my 
hands, and I have it in a safe place. I must sell it, 
for I am hard pushed. Do you see that?" 

"Perfectly. A woman devoid of heart and con- 
science would do that — ^honour you leave to us 
simpletons of men." 

With a low laugh she rejoined: "Yes, and you 
leave it to — the devil." 

"You are a person of practical ability — pray, 
what price do you put on the paper of signa- 
tures?" 

"Merely one slip of paper for another — my 
marriage lines." 

"Good God! What can it avail you to be tied 
to a hunted man?" 

"That is my business. Perhaps some villain has 
deceived me, and I am in despair." 

"Kitty, Kitty, you could deceive Beelzebub 
himself!" 

"There are such things as creditors, sir." 
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" True. Oh, I see, Kitty, you know where you are ! 
A husband's name will free you." 

" La, there ! but please to acknowledge that I am 
making a sacrifice. I might sell the paper for 
thousands. His Grace of Norfolk " 

" The paper must be in my hand before I pledge 
myself." 

"You might cheat me." 

"I play fair, Miss Pricker." 

" Oh, none but a fool plays fair when 'tis to their 
interest to play a trick — \,o finesse'* 

" Set me down as a fool, then." 

The twinkling lights of the little city on the Avon 
were before them, and Kitty said to herself : "He must 
be a fool : Ben would have knocked me on the head 
in a quiet spot, and searched me for the letter — ^yet 
he would scarce have found it" 

They rode down narrow crooked " Broad " Street, 
between its double row of hanging signs, and into 
the market-place to the " Christopher " Inn. 

"Now," said Kitty, "TU bring a parson to Mr 
Lacy's rooms, who will marry us. And the paper 
shall be in Mr Lacy*s hands till the knot is tied." 

"Twere well done quickly!" quoted Captain 
Alexander with light bitterness. " But * well done ' 
is another matter." 

There was no difficulty in finding Mr Pannell, 
who happened to be dining with a very drunken 
young squire just then. 

The notion of handsome fees brought him quickly 
to an understanding, and he followed Miss Pricker, 
who wore a little riding mask, to Mr Lacy's apartment. 

Pannell was just such a disreputable clerk in 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



KITTY PRICKER'S BARGAIN in 

orders, as those who touted for matrimonial custom 
about the purlieus of Doctors Commons, or in Fleet 
Prison. Episcopal censure could not deprive him 
of his right to marry couples, and the law made 
no restrictions. 

Kitty placed the round-robin in Mr Lacy's charge, 
while the brief ceremony was rattled through. Mr 
Lacy watched with indolent wonder and distaste, 
knowing that the ajFTair was a bargain in which 
Captain Alexander was the loser. 

"Ask her to throw — double or quits," he 
whispered anxiously. The difficulty was not obvious 
to him ; there was no conceivable subject upon 
which men did not bet, and no object they would 
not risk in a wager. 

Captain Alexander spoke the words that made 
Kitty Pricker his wife quietly and carelessly, with 
an odd look on his face of contemptuous, dogged 
indifference. He took the stump of a quill-pen 
offered him, wrote "Henry Alexander" on the 
marriage certificate, and handed the pen on to 
Kitty without glancing at her. 

Kitty balanced it between her fingers while she 
scrutinised the signature. 

" A bargain's a bargain," she said firmly, while her 
eyes narrowed and gleamed. "You have written 
your name — but that is not all. Add, if you please 
'Earl of Stirling'— or whatever a nobleman writes 
to prove who he is." 

Mr Lacy started, and stared in amazement 
Pannell spread his shaking hands, and exclaimed. 
Captain Alexander turned pale, his broad forehead 
went in furrows, his lower jaw stuck out 
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"So!" he said, after a pause, "it is this shadow 
of dignity that entices you ! Your pretensions will 
appear but hollow in the eyes of a world that no 
longer owns such an individual as the Earl of 
Stirling. You will do yourself no good, madam." 

"No?" said Kitty, with a faint, satirical laugh. 
" No one can deny that you are the Earl of Stirling, 
or that I am your wife. One thing may be of use 
to me on an emergency — I cannot be tried, for 
instance, save by my peers." 

"You have your wits about you, madam, I see; 
and, as you observed, a bargain is a bargain." 

He stooped, wrote the desired addition to his 
signature, and threw aside the pen — recollected 
himself, picked it up, and handed it with a bow 
to Kitty. 

The thing was done, and taking the round-robin 
from Mr Lacy, he held it in the fire until not a scrap 
remained. 

"My lord," said Mr Lacy, "I think your lordship 
has done a very noble — or a vastly mad — ^thing. 
I have some dim notion that fortune has treated you 
somewhat scurvily, but I, for one, shall be your friend, 
if you will allow me." 

Alexander grasped the hand extended to him in 
a quick, warm clasp, bowed, but spoke not a word. 
His face spoke for him, being one of those indexes 
to a man's soul that no will can entirely govern. It 
is an inconvenience — the face that tells every tale — 
but it is the face that wins love, and may break 
hearts. 
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CHAPTER XV 

THE GREEN MOROCCO POCKET-BOOK 

The trim Dutch gardens of Syston Court were better 
for walking in on an October morning than the park 
of Sothemwood Castle. Roseia, as she sauntered 
along by clipped yew hedges, marvelled if it was a 
year or half a lifetime since she had seen Captain 
Alexander riding along the Fossway. It was as 
time goes — always an inadequate sort of reckoning 
— under twenty-four hours. 

But for her the moment had come which comes 
to the butterfly when the chrysalis of early environ- 
ments rends, and it finds its new-born self sitting 
dizzily on the edge of the wide, wide world, with only 
those soft, crumpled wings it has never tried to rely 
on. She turned through an evergreen arch, and 
came face to face with the man who occupied her 
thoughts, and a thrill of keen, delicious joy surprised 
her ; but as soon as he had greeted her it went cold 
again, for he had changed in some subtle way — 
that she perceived very quickly. So like that of an 
ordinary acquaintance was the manner of this way- 
ward individual — if waywardness accounted for it — 
that when the remembrance came creeping back of the 
instant her lips had touched the loving-cup and their 
eyes had met, it brought with it a rush of hot shame. 

He turned to walk with her, and asked if she had 
recovered her fatigues, as if they were in the most 
ordinary circumstances. 

She replied and added ; " The green pocket-book 
H 
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has been recovered ; are you not glad ? " in an eager 
way, forgetting that he knew nothing about the loss. 

" I am delighted," he responded with a smile. 
"Who lost it?" 

" Why, the Chevalier." She spoke in a low voice 
with a glance around. " He left it at Chapel Plaster, 
with the signed letter from his friends. But imagine, 
sir, my sister Jenny fetched it away herself, and in 
company with Mr Tom Baxter the highwayman." 

" Good God ! The madcap ! It is well it was no 
other than Tom she fell in with. Why, I left her 
with you at Cheney Court ! " 

"She was away the next minute to bid you ride 
for it, but you had gone, I suppose." 

"The round - robin," he muttered. "What an 
embroglio! You say she secured the paper — have 
you seen it. Miss Meredyth ? " 

" No, but I know that Jane has the pocket-book." 

He reflected over this, considerably puzzled, and 
a sigh unconsciously escaped him. "Well, that 
mischief is scotched," he said, scarcely knowing that 
he spoke his thought aloud, "«/ a cost J' Then 
recovering himself, he added gaily: "The honours 
last night were all to the ladies." 

Roseia was quick to detect an undertone of reckless 
bitterness in the words, that perplexed her. She 
seemed to be getting further and further from him, 
while yet she was held under the spell of his 
personality. 

" When did you arrive here ? " she asked. 

" At dawn. We hoped to have got off to the coast 
this evening, but Baxter brings word that it is 
watched." 
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" Is this house a safe place ? " 

" As safe as any. Do you know what that tower 
IS called, at the south-west corner ? " 

"The astrologer's tower. Are you the astrologer 
the villagers fear as a warlock ? " 

" I am ; my big telescope is the instrument of my 
witchcraft." 

" You watch the stars, and find out what they are 
doing ? That must be wonderful. Is he up there ? " 

" For the present ; not for many more hours, I hope, 
but it is as good a place as we could find — easy to 
escape from. Yes," he went on, with that eagerness 
which makes a grown man seem suddenly to hark back 
to his boyish frankness. " I polish my own lenses, 
and spend hours up there with the stars. You can 
have no notion how friendly they are, to a friendless 
man." And here his voice and manner wholly 
changed, and the girl's heart was troubled. 

" Friendless ? " she repeated timidly. 

"Yes, comparatively speaking. My friends are 
books." 

"Ah, books! I never seem to find time for 
reading, but I like to look at the engravings in papa's 
great books, and in that way some of Milton's or 
Pope's lines get into my head." 

"You have no need to lose yourself in other's 
thoughts." 

" No, yet I am sorry to be so ignorant. I wonder 
if I might look through your telescope just for once ? 
I think the stars would have so much to say to us 
if we only knew a little about them." 

" You shall mount the astrologer's tower, if you 
will, and if I am not suddenly sent off. I am not 
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my own master while" — he nodded up to the tower. 
" My reputation as a wizard," he continued, " is 
founded on my lamp being seen burning there when 
all Christians are a-bed, and some of Tom Baxter's 
tricks have settled it. I keep the rascal away as much 
as possible, yet I do not know whether that has been 
a good place, for he gets into mischief; and the more 
the country-side rings with his exploits the better he 
is pleased — a crack-brained fellow, but my very 
good friend. We were boys together, and he is as 
faithful as a dog." 

" Then you have a friend ? " 

"Yes — ^you know my company; it may be odd, 
but beggars cannot be choosers, and I would not 
exchange my vagrant companion for the pick of the 
London coffee-houses. We remember the same 
things and places: that is a tie you will com- 
prehend. Miss Meredyth, you who have sisters and 
brothers." 

« Indeed, I think it is half life ! " 

" And what is the other half? " 

" Ah, well — perhaps it is what we do not see, and 
what we expect." 

"You expect very pleasant things, no doubt? 
They may come to you — they ought ; happy the hand 
that helps to bring them ! " 

He sighed again, and Roseia yearned to comfort 
that silent grief, of whose lurking shadow she traced 
the stain. But no words of ripe wisdom occurred to 
her, and she sighed too. At that small, wistful sound 
he gave a quick glance in her face. 

"What? The Rose of Meredyth sad or sorry! 
That must not be ; you will make me fear that my 
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melancholy has infected you, but the world is a 
pleasant place after all ! " 

Their eyes met, and dwelt in one another's light for 
time enough to quench the sudden laugh in his, and 
to bring over the clearness of hers a tender, troubling 
mist. 

There was silence after that, on her side one of 
embarrassment, on his frowning thought. 

He shook himself clear of that brooding mood to 
say brusquely : " Well, it is a promise ! You and the 
adventurous Miss Jane will dare the wizard's den. 
I will undertake not to show you anything very 
affrighting, but you must not expect the spick and 
span order you have been used to — 'tis but a den." 

When they parted she was wondering if they would 
meet at the family meals as though he were an ordinary 
visitor ; but he gave no hint of it, but rather one to 
the contrary, she reflected, when he said he owed 
great gratitude to the worthy Squire for making him 
so much at home there that he kept what hours 
best suited his pursuits. 

In time for the six o'clock tea, the party was 
augmented by the arrival of Jane riding pillion 
behind the head coachman from Sothemwood, the 
saddle-bags stuffed with Roseia's apparel and her 
own. 

Mr Aislabie, it appeared, and Mr Craggs had gone 
on to Bath. Mr Craggs had a heavy bet that he 
would wear his sword at an assembly in spite of 
King Nash's laws to the contrary, and they were all 
jumping for joy at getting rid of the unwelcome 
visitors. 

Jane had besought and obtained leave to ride over 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ii8 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

at once; the rest were coming to-morrow for the 
birth-night ball. 

"A birth-night party, is it?" Mr Meredyth had 
said. " Such junketings are not always timely." 

So off rode Miss Jane, full of importance, longing 
to tell the tale of the green pocket-book. 

She flew up to Roseia's room, her arms filled with 
the contents of the saddle-bags, strewing the way 
with slippers, stockings, and brushes — ^'^ slippery 
bothers" she could not stop to gather up. There 
was so much to ask and to tell that her story tumbled 
out in much the same manner. Roseia had to piece 
the fragments. 

" Now I have had time to think, I was perhaps 
imprudent," ran on Miss Jane. "But after all it 
was in His Majesty's service, so I feel sure there were 
guardian angels about; but really Mr Tom Baxter 
was my guardian angel, and I never will hear 
a word against highwaymen after that. He was so 
polite, for such an odd, ugly little person, and kindly 
gave me a large rosy apple — a streaky Newtown. I 
was desperate hungry, I assure you. The whole 
difference between being indiscreet and being a 
heroine is — ^well, I don't exactly know how to describe 
it; but here, Roseia, here, against my throbbing 
heart, is the green morocco pocket-book — His Sacred 
Majesty's own. Precious lives were in jeopardy 
Roseia, and they are safe." 

She flourished out the treasured book, and kissed 
it respectfully. "There, Rose; I think you had 
better take it now, and say no more about it," she 
added briskly. " Say it jumped from the skies. Tis 
my secret ; and some day I will write it in a journal 
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for posterity to read. But meanwhile, perhaps, I 
might get into a scrape, and, Rose, only fancy what 
Madam Blanchard would say ! " 

Jane hugged her thin knees, and doubled up 
laughing. 

Clearly the pocket-book must be immediately 
returned to the Prince, and Roseia had no doubt 
about Captain Alexander being the right person to 
convey it. But although they were under the same 
roof it was not so easy to communicate with him. 
He had not dined in the hall, nor appeared since; 
but with eager hopes that he might come in to tea, 
she tucked the leather case under her muslin fichu, 
and went down hand in hand with Jane. On the 
way Jane's sharp glance told her something of 
interest. 

"Rose! Do tell me, have you put on your 
pearl locket for Frankie Drake? It is dignified, of 
course, to be *my lady,* but I should think it felt 
about the same as if you put it on for * Rush ' or 
*Sancho.' He is so like a kind, obedient dog." 

Roseia's hand touched the pendant guiltily. With 
her chin a little in the air, she retorted : " Quiseting 
faggot!" 

A hungry sportsman's tea was laid out in the 
great panelled hall, with silver baskets of fruit and 
piles of home-made cakes that brightened Jane's eyes. 

On the sideboard were shining tankards, and 
pasties, cold game, and poached eggs. 

Old Oliver's grim face looked down from the wall 
among full-length cavaliers and be-wigged warriors, 
and the lofty chimney-piece was the haven of relics 
from the battle of Lansdown, including a monstrous 
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pair of horseman's boots. Jane looked askance at 
the portrait of Cromwell, and distrusted the boots — 
certainly not his, in spite of tradition. It seemed 
as though the Fiennes Trotman of "the Troubles" 
had ridden forth on the wrong side. 

Both Mr Trotman and Sir Francis had come safe 
home, in spite of Lady Drake's conviction that 
they would be brought back on five-barred gates; 
nobody knew why, because she got no further in 
her wails than the certainty that they had started 
too early, and that the " pride of the morning " would 
give them sore throats. 

"Very true, my lady, very true," Mrs Dimond 
groaned in chorus. " Tis well if the Squire be none 
the worse — good, portly gentleman ! " 

But the good, portly gentleman was tossing off a 
tankard of old " October," and Sir Francis was cutting 
a noble segment of pasty, when the two girls entered. 

Young Drake let his knife and fork fall with a 
clatter, and darted to meet them ; Mr Trotman called 
out : " Come hither. Miss Meredyth, and put your 
pretty lips to my mug. Let me pledge the bravest 
lass in the county — the Rose of Meredyth." 

Poor Francis gaped at her, as she walked across 
the hall. 

" Isn't she a lovely creature ? " whispered Jane. 
" She has a colour like a new cabbage-rose, and her 
pearl locket becomes her charmingly." 

But he still gaped and stared, hearing not a word ; 
and going humbly back to his pasty, wondered that 
the world, being the indifferent sort of affair it was, 
should be worthy to contain such an angel. 

There was no sign of Captain Alexander, no hint 
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that he was expected. Lady Drake began to count 
up the couples who were invited to celebrate 
Francis's birthday with a dance, and to babble about 
the supper. Mr Trotman " pished ! " and frowned, as 
well as so good-natured a man might do, said, " Yes, 
my lady," and " No, my lady," in the wrong places, 
evidently preoccupied with other affairs. He said 
to Roseia as they passed out of the hall after tea : 
" I could wish that my friend Francis had been 
bom in any other week of the year. The neighbours 
would talk if we did not keep the occasion as usual, 
but I would we were well through with it It will 
bring too many idle folk about the place." 

" I have been thinking," Roseia said in reply, " that 
papa's coach will be returning. How if His Highness 
were to go by it to Sothemwood ? I might accom- 
pany him — ^ah, but people might wonder, and ask 
questions." 

"Harry might go, Tis worth considering. Yet 
the Welsh border were safer." 

" Is it possible for me to see Captain Alexander 
for a moment, sir? — on a little matter that he was 
speaking about when we met this morning." 

"Hey, my dear! What? Keep counsel about 
this young gentleman, Roseia. I do not wish it to 
get abroad that Captain Alexander is in my house — 
there are reasons. The people here set him down 
as a foreign professor with a spice of necromancy 
about him. And there is half a grain of truth, as 
there is in most lies, for his family came from Italy 
in the reign of Henry VII., and he himself was a 
student in one of their universities over the water. 
To say the truth, I am better pleased if none but 
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I myself have to do with him. Can you entrust 
your message to me, my dear?" 

" Do not be angry, and set me down as impertinent, 
sir," Roseia pleaded, " but this small, though rather 
important, errand to — to your guest, must be carried 
out by me." 

"The Rose of Mered)rth is entitled to have her 
own way — at times." Mr Trotman's kind little eyes 
twinkled, and he pinched Roseia's ear with a good- 
humoured chuckle. " I have been your gallant since 
you toddled in leading-strings, and you do what you 
like with me. I will bring Harry to the library ; 
wait there for him." He took her hand and patted 
it " My love, it will be a happy day for this house 
when a certain hoped-for event takes place. Ah, 
you rogue, that pretty face of yours has played sad 
havoc among the lads ! I should scarce trust it 
even with my stowaway, unless " 

"Unless, Mr Trotman?" 

"Well, I meant to say that his unhappy circum- 
stances are a kind of * armour against fate,* in respect 
of Cupid's arrows at least" 

"Why!" exclaimed Roseia with sudden mischief, 
"I would not give a rap for a Cupid whose bow 
was not as good as little David's sling — it brought 
down the armed giant, you remember." 

"Let me put on my spectacles. I verily believe 
that you are out of leading-strings, Miss Meredyth. 
But I see you are blushing ! " He went off jubilant, 
thinking only of Francis's love affair, while Roseia 
went to the library with a fresh ache in the heart 
that had come to a troublesome awakening. 

The minutes passed slowly, and she dreaded a 
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sudden appearance on the part of the ubiquitous 
Jane. " I may never again be alone with him," she 
thought. "And just for this little once I wish it 
—terribly." 

Her head kept turning to the door, and in 
reasonable time it opened, and there was Harry 
Alexander. Instead of riding dress he now wore 
a shabby black gown, which seemed to turn him 
from an adventurous cavalier into a man of books. 
Perhaps the pallor of his face helped the trans- 
formation, and undoubtedly he looked years older 
than when they met at the Three Shires Stone. 

She liked the way he walked down the long 
room. He moved gracefully, with perfectly un- 
affected dignity, whether his movements were quick 
or slow, impetuous or indolent. She was beginning 
to see that he was a man of varying moods. 

"What can I do for you?" he asked, but his 
eyes did not seek hers, and, though his voice was 
extremely gentle and kindly, she felt that she ought 
not to have sent for him. 

"Here is the pocket-book," she said hurriedly, 
as though her defence was there. "Jane has ridden 
over from home with it, and I am glad to put it 
into safe hands. Take the precious thing. Thank 
God, no harm came of His Highness's oversight." 

"None," said Alexander, "none!" He looked 
up with a slight, whimsical smile, and, tapping the 
little book with quick, nervous fingers, added : " For 
that round-robin a man might give all he has to 
give, and reckon it a fair bargain; of course you 
think that, Miss Meredyth? So — but is the letter 
inside this cover? Thafs the question!" 
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"How can you suppose anything else? Do you 
wish to frighten me?" 

"Anything but that! I promise you that the 
incriminating paper is as good as burnt. Does 
that please you?" 

"Yes. I know you would not say it unless it 
was perfectly true." 

"You believe in me, then, to a certain extent — 
doubtful, dark, and disastrous as my star must seem 
to you?" 

"It may be all that, but how should your mis- 
fortunes affect my confidence in you? I am sure 
you are loyal — ^you seem to me wise — and — " she 
laughed — "you are no coward, I think!" 

" Maybe," he rejoined, with a slight, careless shrug. 
"And yet I am mostly sorry for what I have just 
done, only there seems no other way at the moment. 
Yet — the rashest things done at mad moments — I 
think I should do them again ! And when the wine 
is spilt 'tis no good staring into the empty cup. 
Madam, the stars will be dressed out in their best 
to-night, if you choose to pay them a visit." 

Would she not! Her soul went singing along 
the Irmin Way that all pilgrims of Love find amid 
the glittering firmament 

And he ? He moved restlessly away, took a turn 
to the window, and came back to the hearth where 
she stood watching him. He had never known the 
like of this creature of pure fire and golden-hearted 
womanhood, nor believed in its existence. There 
was something in her dainty grace, and in the 
changing, fervid, gentle spirit that gleamed in her 
eyes — ^something so dear and yet so intangfible, so 
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human and sweet, and yet so sufficient for itself, 
he fancied, that for the first time in his life he 
knew that the world might be well lost for love. 
Too late! 

" Miss Meredyth," he said suddenly, " you ought 
to know that I am a banned man. I have not taken 
another name, and passed myself off as a foreigner 
here, for a mere whim. I am landless and outlawed. 
If there was anything to be gained by taking me, 
I might be clapped into Newgate to-day, and hanged 
to-morrow. Still, you said you would like to look 
through my telescope, and I have been polishing it 
up." He really was a very whimsical fellow! 



CHAPTER XVI 

LOOKING AT THE STARS 

A MAN may be well-nigh broken on the wheel of 
misfortunes ; embittered by the most embittering of 
troubles — those which must be silently endured in 
the face of a world that is sweepingly unjust when it 
knows only half of a cruel story ; he may have let 
himself sink somewhat, as all but a hero will do, 
under such circumstances ; and yet, if Nature has 
given him a certain toughness of fibre and buoyancy 
of temper, she will " beare uppe his chinne " above 
the waves of his adversity. 

It was by reason of this God's gift that Captain 
Alexander was singing a bar or two of " Lillibulero- 
bullen-a-la" in his pleasant tenor tones — rather 
humming, that is to say, than singing out — as he 
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arranged his telescope for Roseia's visit He was 
actually more concerned that the night should be 
cloudless and free from mist, than that he had 
bartered away his freedom not many hours sooner. 

Take him at his best he was a whimsical man ; at 
his worst, Heaven knew, and he knew, what that was ; 
and some few persons who thought themselves soundly 
informed would have told a tale — did tell the tale, in 
fact, and received full credit. 

He watched the sky darken to the unutterable soft 
pansy-purple of night, and star after star take its 
r^al place in the immeasurable depths. Belted 
Orion's jewels slowly brightened, and the Great Bear 
glittered in his familiar place. 

It was certain that the aspect of his observatory 
might have been bettered in the matter of tidiness 
and comfortable arrangement, but though he cast a 
thoughtful eye around, he did not know how to set 
about a reformation. 

He had looked at his watch several times, and 
punctually at eight-thirty he ran downstairs. 

Roseia and Jane were supposed to be copying out 
bills-of-fare for the birth-night supper, but they were 
no less true to time. Wrapped in their hooded 
cloaks they flew along the passages to the foot of 
the tower, wondering what would happen if they 
were intercepted. 

Jane had learnt her lesson, and added it proudly 
to her bundle of State 'secrets. Signor, or Master, 
Sandro was the name of the recluse who studied the 
heavens, and kept queer little things about the garden 
to find out how hot or how cold it was, which, as the 
gardeners said, any man with sense could do without 
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a toy to help him — and Captain Alexander no longer 
existed. 

At the "Black Lion" on the Warmley property 
adjoining Syston the party who declared Master 
Sandro was daft, argued it out with the division 
which believed him to be a warlock. 

" You are in good time," Alexander said, his watch 
in his hand. " And the stars are waiting for you." 

"Nell Meredyth could not keep tryst even when 
she had promised to run away with the Roundhead," 
Jane kindly informed them on the stairs. "They 
say she was half an hour late at the Three Shires 
Stone." 

"The Three Shires Stone has its histories," said 
Alexander. "Nell Meredyth's is the happiest of 
them." 

With a rapid turn of the head he met Roseia's eyes. 
It was a brief, grave exchange of looks ; yet in his 
there was a touch of half-sad humour that haunted 
the girl. 

In those days sucking Science was watched over 
in its cradle by the Royal Society, and fairy-tales 
were by no means superannuated in favour of far more 
wonderful facts, but there are older miracles than 
those of radium, and quite as inexplicable — those 
of tone, look, transmitted thought, and personal 
magnetism. 

Roseia stood in that odd dreary room of his — the 
spot in which he was most at home — taking in its 
details, its want of method, the total absence of 
luxury, and the signs of an ingenious mind. Her 
heart seemed to be drawn out of her in tender 
longing to do something for him, even if it were 
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only to put on a housemaid's cap and apron and 
set all this quaint disorder to rights. 

"What do you think of my den?" he asked 
eagerly; and her heart's answer to that cheerful 
demand for sympathy was in flat contradiction to 
her tastes and principles : " I was never in a place I 
liked so much " But what she said was : " I like it. 
I never saw any room at all like it before. I suppose 
that is because I have never before known a man of 
learning." 

" I am not that," he said, looking amused, " but I 
am an omnivorous reader." 

Here Jane struck in. " It is rude to make remarks ; 
and it is a most delightful funny place, stuck up so 
high in the air; but I cannot help saying that it 
seems as if they had forgotten to dust it for a year." 

" I never thought of that — I dust the telescope 
myself. But the fact is, I lock the door when I am 
going away, and take the key with me." He looked 
at the two girls, and added : " It is not quite a place 
for your pretty frocks." 

But Jane thought he looked pleased to see them 
there. 

"I have come to look at the stars," said Roseia, 
going up to the telescope on its stand, and measuring 
its surprising circumference with her straight white 
hands. 

" Will you catch cold with that open casement ? " 
he asked, beginning to set the instrument as he 
wished it to be, while Roseia watched every 
manoeuvre with fascinated mind. 

"Is this a star-map?" Jane asked, pursuing her 
investigations on the dusty surface of a chart pinned 
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up on the wall. "And do you tell fortunes by it? 
But even if you do, I do hope you are not a heathen 
philosopher, sir ? " 

" A little of both," he answered readily, " but not 
much of either. Now, Miss Meredyth." He gave a 
final adjustment to the telescope, and took her by the 
hand as she put a foot on the steps. She was aware 
of a light, firm touch on her shoulder to steady her, 
as she stood on the top, and bent her head to the 
eye-piece. 

" Are the stars really pin-pricks in the sky, or are 
they angels' candles ? " Jane asked, severely in quest 
of knowledge. " I suppose clever people have found 
out." 

" Some people tell us they are balls rolling round 
like our own little one, and some of them have 
lanterns of their own like our particular moon, Miss 
Jane." 

She came close beside him, with calm, scrutinising 
eyes on his face. " I am glad to have seen a clever 
person," she said. " I think you are the first, sir." 

" You flatter me. Shall I show you another star. 
Miss Meredyth — any one in particular?" 

" I know only one constellation among them all," 
said Roseia. " Arthur's Wain ploughing its path 
along the Milky Way, with its pointers fixed on the 
Pole Star." 

" The Pole Star is Duty," said Jane sententiously ; 
" I heard that in a sermon." 

Roseia looked round. "I feel so lonely thinking 
of all those empty worlds," she said. 

"Why empty?" 

"Oh!" — her limpid, hazel eyes sparkled with 
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pleasure — " if I could think that that glorious handi- 
work is one great glory of worlds without sin or 
suffering ! It would be enough to make one perfectly 
happy." 

"Would it be?" 

" Why, Roseia, what good would it do you, unless 
you could grow wings and fly to them ? " asked Jane 
in surprise. 

"It would be — oh, nothing — everything! I can't 
say, but oh, the comfort of the largeness of it all ! " 

" You are an enthusiast," Alexander said gently. 

She thought there was the indulgence of knowledge 
towards ignorance in his kindliness, and rejoined with 
meekness : " I know that I am ignorant, but I could 
learn if I were taught." 

To that he made no answer, but went on screwing 
and unscrewing, pulling out and pushing in his 
machinery, as if the parts of a telescope were the 
only matters of importance in this material globe. 

"The stars make one think," said Roseia; "they 
must. And there they are always above us, and I for 
one know nothing about them." 

Then, without preamble, this man of many phases, 
and more paradoxes of character than paradoxical 
human nature usually produces, launched into a pithy, 
animated little lecture on the rudiments of astronomy. 

It was clear, concise, with a command of language 
nbt common with men who are no great talkers, and 
there were touches of humour in the turn of a 
sentence, in the frank disclaimer of any learning 
whatsoever, that enchanted his willing listeners. 

When it ended Roseia heaved a deep, short sigh. 
"Now that is over," she said. "The clock goes 
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ticking on through endless little minutes, filled with 
endless little things, but when some good thing comes 
I want to hold up the weights as the woman did in 
the fairy story, until Old Time gave her the boon 
she asked." 

" Everything is transitory," Alexander said. 

Some fresh thought had come into his quick mind, 
altering, ageing his face. He went to a window, 
opened one casement and shut another, and turned 
the telescope. 

Jane cried out suddenly : " There is a great black- 
bird up there. Is it stuffed ? No, it is winking ! " 

"That is my friend, Jill," Alexander said. "She 
is getting old, I am sorry to say. She had a broken 
leg when we first met, and since I doctored her she 
has chosen to live with me. She flies in and out 
as she pleases, and when I come back she is here 
to welcome me. I should miss Jill sadly if I lost 
her." 

" I see — it is a dear old jackdaw." 

He had a handsome setter too, who followed him 
with wistful brown eyes. Alexander stooped and 
took the dog's jaw in his hand. " Rebecca does not 
like too much said about the bird, but they are 
good friends." 

"These make his home," thought Roseia, with a 
sudden heartache. 
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CHAPTER XVn 

A KEEPSAKE FOR MISS JANE 

" I STUFF them, ma*am, with spring onions, nettletops, 
and that buny thing that sticks in your hair, and 
curls round your stockings, and it suits them 
prodigiously," said Miss Jane, who, with her stitching 
on her lap, was keeping Lady Drake company while 
hair frizzing and powdering was going on. 

" Well, to be sure ! What a notable housewife you 
will be, my love. But about the nettletops I don't 
know ; I cannot but fancy that chestnuts are more 
toothsome." 

** Mistress Jane is thinking of food for the turkey 
poults, my lady," put in Mrs Dimond. 

"Oh, very well! I understood her to speak of 
stuffing." 

" As for that," Jane went on with great earnestness, 
" I have not leam't to stuff a turkey, but I assure you, 
ma'am, without boasting, that my pastry melts in 
the mouth — I hope it's not vain to say so — almost 
the same as Mrs Sopworthy's." 

It was the evening of the ball, and there was plenty 
of time yet before Jane need be hooked into her 
new Indian muslin frock with its flounce of the finest 
embroidery and ruffles of Mechlin lace. 

She was let loose before the modish tambourine 
of spangled gauze and feathers and cherries had 
been fastened with jewelled pins to Lady Drake's 
powdered rolls of hair, and too excited to do any- 
thing but roam and admire, she found herself in 
the great hall where, with a fan and a rolled-up 
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handkerchief, she began to play battledore and 
shuttlecock. 

A wheezy, shrilly, musical scale came tootling 
in from outside, and arrested her play. With a 
bound she was at a window listening. 

" Oh^ what a Beau my Granny was I " She recog- 
nised the tune, and clapped her hands in glee. 
" Delightful ! It certainly is Mr Baxter." 

Without hesitation she opened the hall door and 
stepped into the paved court. 

Tom Baxter's l^s were decidedly bowed, as such 
a good rider's may be without blame to his mother 
or himself, but he was as nimble as a squirrel. 

"Here I am, Miss," he said. "I've been tootling 
round this big house in hopes of fetching you out. 
You are such a one for a merry toon. I refrained 
from giving *The wee, wee German Lairdie,' which 
is Scotch for the Rat of Hanover, for fear of conse- 
quences — not to myself, of course." 

" Have you anything particular to say, Mr Baxter ? 
Because I'm afraid — ^that is, I have to think of my 
duty, you see." 

" *Tis beautiful to hear you speak o' duty. Mistress 
Jane. There's a chord that responds to the word in the 
breast of Tom Baxter, probably because the famous 
divine, my great-uncle, wrote such famous sermons. 
If I had adopted his profession I should have beaten 
him at that, for it is in me. But what I came to 
say was that I should wish to see Captain Al " 

"Hush! You mean Master Sandro, the learned 
astrologer." 

" Oh, do I ? Well, you know best, madam. Can 
you give him a message ? " 
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** I think I could manage it. I have been in his 
tower " 

" Then this — A fine moonshiny night for goods for 
the Channel, and Walton, near Clevedon, the randyvoo, 
10.15 from here." 

Jane repeated the words, adding: "Tis more 
proper that my sister Rose should carry the message." 

" Very good ; 10.15 sharp from here. It struck me 
that I might pass the time pleasantly by joining in 
with the sackbut and psaltery, and so forth, to which 
you are to dance. My flute is a vast addition ; and 
I should hugely like to see you footing it in all your 
donnings. 'Tis just the chancy frolic that pleases 
me." 

"I don't know," said Jane thoughtfully, "but I 
should think that among so many strangers some 
might be not quite kind, Mr Baxter. You are not 
afraid, of course " 

" Oh, ah — ^aye, aye ! But there is a difference, my 
dear — I mean, Mistress Jane. Chapel Plaster and Box- 
hill and so forth are in Wilts, and this is Gloucestershire. 
Likewise I have a brand new suit, and a pretty talent 
for putting another face on me ; but you will know 
the flute, and if I wink you must not take it amiss." 

" Oh, certainly not ! I know how polite you are. 
Well, I truly must go indoors " 

"There, then — oblige me — a favour — humble 
servant" He thrust a small packet into her hand 
so suddenly that she stood gaping as if it had fallen 
out of the moon, and was gone like a grasshopper. 

" Supposing somebody had been looking out," she 
reflected, as she ran upstairs, "I wonder what the 
consequence would be ? " 
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Roseia was in their room, and she popped the hard 
packet into her dancing shoe, longing to know what 
was inside. 

" Roseia." 

" Now, Jane, what have you been doing? " 

" Fm soriy you are so suspicious, sister. Well, then, 
I would give you ten guesses, or twenty — but you 
would never guess! I have a message for Master 
Sandro, the magician, from Mr Tom Baxter the — er 
— ^gentleman of the road." 

" Oh, but— Jane, Jane " 

" Of course you are the Rose of Meredyth, not I, 
and I can be generous ; you may take the message, 
my love." 

" But— Jane, Jane ^" 

"Well, it has to be given." Then Miss Jane 
repeated it word for word. 

" There is no time to be lost," said Roseia reflectively. 
" And my hair is dressed. How do you like it, Miss ? " 

" Rapturously ! What does it feel like to be lovely, 
and to see every young macaroni blush, and grin, 
and go into contortions when he speaks to you ? I 
like sensible men — sensible men, Roseia, with stead- 
fast eyes like the sea in summer, and a quick turn of 
saying the right thing — ^a man (for I suppose there is 
only one) who lives like a spider in a dusty hole, and 
spins out of his own brain." 

" Jane, I do believe you will write poetry some day ! 
Dare I go?" 

" Dare ? The red rose for the white rose ? Why 
you must dare anything." 

"He might think " 

" Oh, let him think ! He will listen solemnly, say 
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a small short word or two, look as if he could utter 
heaps more if he chose, kiss your hand, and that will 
be all." 

"Everything is transitory," Roseia murmured 
looking down on her right hand, as if wondering how 
it felt about being kissed — not in the ordinary pecking 
fashion for courtesy when the tip of a nose did chief 
homage. 

It was still early, but she was in despair when the 
door flew open to admit Stella, Dulcy, and Chatty, 
and she was commanded to go down to her papa in 
the library. 

The Sothemwood coach had been the first to arrive, 
bringing not only the family, but Mrs Sopworthy, who 
bustled off to review the icing of cakes and the 
barley sugar temples, and Mr Barton, who was bent 
on a critical testing of cool tankard not made from 
his recipes. 

" Is my gown to your liking, papa ? " Roseia asked, 
when her respectful greetings had been given. She 
held out the full skirt of her white brocade, dotted 
with rose-buds, in both hands, and smiled — a perfect 
picture. 

His " hum ! " and nod satisfied her. Not for worlds 
would he have fostered the innate vanity of" the young 
female " more expressly. 

" You must ask that silly question of Sir Francis 
Drake, daughter," he said, taking out his snuff-box. 
"I have had a word with Mr Trotman; and Mrs 
Blanchard did me the favour of broaching the matter. 
It would give satisfaction; in short, it is my wish 
that your engagement to marry Sir Francis should 
be made public this evening. It will be a gathering 
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of family friends and old acquaintances ; and I need 
not state more plainly that there are peculiar circum- 
stances under which it is advisable to give people 
something to talk about, for fear of other gossip. The 
Rose of Meredyth knows her duty." 

Roseia's bloom slightly paled. She answered in a 
low voice with a flutter in it : " Papa, Sir Francis has 
not asked me to marry him." 

" I am surprised ; but my consent has been asked 
and given, and that is all that is of consequence. 
He is ready enough. I am glad — ^very glad indeed — 
though in no hurry to lose my daughters." 

** Could you not keep me a little longer at home, 
sir? I could go on teaching Dulcy and Chatty all 
that I know myself, and they are getting on quite 
nicely." 

" Child, it is your advancement in life that I must 
consider, not my pleasure or convenience. Have 
you any fault to find with Francis Drake?" 

"None at all, sir; but if I may say it without 
disrespect to you, I do not wish to marry him." 

" I gave you credit for more sense, Roseia. But 
be that how it may, it is my duty to think for you. 
The marriage is one of exceptional advantages from 
every point of view." 

" Except one," thought Roseia. 

"Do not let me find you one of those weak, 
timorous young women, who combine obstinacy with 
an incapability of seeing what is for her own good. 
You have an example to set to your sisters." 

" But Sir Francis has said nothing to me, sir." 

"I must conclude that you did not give him an 
opportunity. I know the dealings of coquettes, but 
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I hoped my daughters were incapable of these trifling 
follies." 

In a mental flash Roseia saw Myrtilla with her 
elaborate armoury of coquetry, and there was a 
gleam in her eye. 

"The company is beginning to arrive, papa," she 
said. " So, you see, things must remain as they are. 
Sure, you would not have me ask for an interview 
with Frankie Drake ! I shall enjoy the ball so very 
much more if I am not put up to be stared at and 
congratulated. I know what tiresome things people 
said to poor Myrtilla." 

Mr Meredyth could not reconcile himself to his 
yellow-faced Nabob son-in-law, and the tone of his 
voice betrayed irritation as he replied : " You are not 
in Myrtilla's position, child ! There is not a gentle- 
man in the country who would not be proud to give 
his daughter to young Francis Drake." 

The coaches were rumbling up, and Lady Drake 
waddled into the library, in crimson and gold, with 
a beaming smile on her mild face. Mr Trotman 
stepped after her in black satin full-skirted coat, 
and a waistcoat embroidered in gold canaries. 
Young Francis wore watchet blue, gay with gold 
galoon, and a magnificent ring on his lace cravat. 
Happiness glowed in the poor lad's countenance, 
and his sparkling black eyes made him appear 
downright handsome. 
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CHAPTER XVHI 

WITH A MESSAGE TO THE TOWER 

From Dyrham, from Dodington, Ashwi9ke, Puckle- 
church and Warmley — from Kelston, Keynsham 
and Mangotsfield, Bitton, and Wick, trundled the 
huge family couches, each drawn by four horses, 
or even six — not always bobtailed carriage horses, 
you must remember. Some of them were the grand 
brown giants whose proper work was in the farm. 
One large party jolted over in one of their covered 
farm-waggons drawn by oxen, with clean hay for 
their feet to rest on, and came tumbling in with 
rosy faces, and hearty country manners, grinning 
and chattering, vowing they had nearly been rolled 
out at a corner, and had kept themselves warm 
with laughing. 

No account was made of pre-macadamite roads; 
they were all in tune to enjoy an evening of fun 
and good-will, and a surprising number of them 
were housed for the night under that hospitable 
roof. Five girls tucked under blankets in one room 
to chatter like magpies together was no hardship, 
but a great "frolic." Those were sunny times for 
old England, especially among country folk, in spite 
of party politics and the quarrels in high places. 

A tiny fly in the ointment for two worthy squires 
was the reserve maintained concerning the love 
affair of the two young persons in whom they were 
interested; and in the course of the evening Mr 
Meredyth overhead a scrap of conversation that 
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dwelt with him stingingly, though it really need 
not have touched him. 

A strenuous, red-faced old fox-hunter was the 
speaker. "Yes, yes, John Meredyth hath some 
well-favoured maids, but damme, when a man hath 
an heir, and a younger son, and a parcel o' half 
a dozen wenches, their pretty faces will be the best 
o' their portions. Now that strapping wench o* 
mine will bring more to the pot than just the purse 
in her bosom," and he eyed contentedly a big untidy 
lass, with carroty hair, and large white teeth in a 
gaping mouth, who could ride and swear as ably 
as he himself. 

That foolish prickle planted in his breast at the 
time of Myrtilla's marriage was teasing Mr 
Meredyth afresh. It was true that he could not 
give his sweet girls such a portion as he fancied 
would do them credit, and himself; and the chief 
part of the evening was spent by him in discussing 
the amazing projects for making fortunes with which 
the very air of London was just then teeming. 
Three or four of the other guests were full of second- 
hand information; one or two had already done a 
timid dabbling in shares, and hoped others would 
commit themselves in the same style. City phrases 
asserted themselves blushingly among the partridge 
and cub-hunting talk inseparable from that month 
of the year. 

Jane was enjoying herself rapturously, though 
she had started with a slight contre-temps. She 
had given her sisters the slip, and was standing 
with Mr Baxter's gift in her hand, when Dulcy 
bounced back into the bedchamber, and cried : " Oh, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



WITH A MESSAGE TO THE TOWER 141 

Jane, please tell me, shall I take Serena down 
among the company, or put her to bed? Sister! 
what a sweet elegant little box ; is it yours ? Who 
gave it to you?" 

It was a little pastille box of Battersea enamel 
that lay on Jane's palm. "From a friend," was 
inscribed in pink letters, and festoons of minute 
flowers decorated its polished surface. 

"Put Serena to bed," said Jane rather sternly. 
" The box is a keepsake, and a secret" She slipped 
it into her broad sash, looking as dignified as possible. 

At Dulcy's age "a secret" is a fine thing, and a 
person with a secret is highly respected. They 
went downstairs together, and a peep at the 
orchestra showed Jane the wizen face of Mr Baxter 
under a red wig. He was almost extinguished by 
a harp, and jostled by a 'cello. 

The guests were only beginning to arrive ; and Sir 
Francis was faithful to his obligations as a cordial 
host, though his ardent gaze was perpetually being 
recalled from wandering in search of Roseia, when 
she made her escape, and with precaution threaded 
her way to the foot of the tower stairs. 

Up in the lonely observatory the " astrologer's " lamp 
was twinkling humbly to the stars. " He " would be 
poring over some old book, or making discoveries 
among those heavenly mysteries. 

Her heart beat quickly at the thought of surprising 
him, and what they would call about there a " daffish " 
fit came over her. 

She had lived among healthy, cheery, peppery 
sportsmen who ate, drank, swore, and gambled a 
little more than was good for them, but in whose 
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kindly, honest lives there was scarce a page not freely 
opened to their neighbours. But this man was not 
only a stranger, but a coil of secrecy seemed to be 
about him, and Roseia was no muddle-headed senti- 
mentalist — she knew that the air in which secrets 
flourish is not the most wholesome. 

The thought that she did not understand him 
presented itself, and was not to be denied. He was 
unlike any one she had ever known, and she 
experienced the vague dread of the unknown — the 
half-fearful expectation that in the darkness may 
lurk mis-shapen forms. She was instinctively learn- 
ing that a secret in a man's life has phantom shape 
and voice of its own for which no grave can be dug. 

As she pushed back the half-open door she was 
badly startled by seeing a figure move within. 

"Beauty, thy humblest servant!" exclaimed a 
cracked but emphatic voice, modulated to a key of 
mystery. 

" Is that you, Mr Baxter ? " she asked hopefully. 

" Rose of roses — ^red and white — thine to command." 

" I was horribly afraid — I am always afraid of the 
dark, but to-night the risks are so serious." 

Mr Baxter offered with great gallantry to guide 
her up the steep stairs. "The Rose," he said con- 
fidentially, " should know as well as him yonder what 
the stake is. But there is one card face down. 
There is a certain pretty Fribble to be of this 
dancing party who is keen on the scent of a certain 
one hundred thousand pounds offered by Whiggish 
mongrels to any Judas who will sell his master. He 
will be nosing round here when he is not wanted." 

" Who can you mean ? " 
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" Mr Tracy Carmillion — a fine spark from Lunnon 
town." 

"No, Mr Baxter — no! I cannot believe it He 
is one of the sworn friends " 

" Gospel truth, Miss Meredyth — a curs't fellow ! " 

" Mistakes are sometimes made, Mr Baxter. Sure, 
this is some idle report to the detriment of a gentle- 
man who has often been my father's guest." 

"Too often, perhaps," muttered Baxter. "Aye, 
madam," he added aloud, "and might have been 
your father's hangman. If he is not a traitor, may 
I ride to Newgate with a nosegay!" 

" Fie, Mr Baxter ! Tell me where you picked up 
this tale?" 

" I have an odd way of my own, Mistress Rose ; my 
pieces are patch-work, but I stitch them into a coat 
— ^there's the genius of it ! Some sapient moon-rakers 
would scorn the word of a gipsy female who knows 
no better in counting three than * there's one and one 
and his fellow,' but my maxim is a penny's good 
though you pick it out of a muck-heap." 

" Do you mean Patience Watkin ? " 

" I do. She sleeps under the stars like a sensible 
creature, and that's where she gets her wisdom. 
'Twas she gave me the first nick of the matter, in 
her silly way." 

Roseia felt stunned by a terrible blow. Stella's 
misfortune was hers, and what a misfortune ! Death 
would be a gentle ending to love compared with this 
foulness. 

"Lordy me!" reflected Tom Baxter, "the pretty 
creature looks as if I had cut the throat of her pet 
lamb in her very arms. Cusnation ! " 
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" If you see Mr Alexander I need not, sir," said the 
poor girl in a cold monotone. " That is the door." 

''Bum it, Miss! I must skip back to take my 
place in the orchestra, or Jealousy will close it to me. 
Craving your pardon, your Miss Jane is the most 
amazing, clever, gammicky sprout I ever clapped my 
two eyes on. Tom Baxter will toast Mistress J. M. 
to the last pot he tosses to the Fair. Remember 
10.15 sharp. Humble servant, madam." He was 
scuttling down the steps as he rattled this off, leaving 
Roseia standing before the door at which he had 
loudly rapped. 

She was pale and trembling when bolts were shot, 
and it opened across a chain. 

" Who is there ? " asked Alexander with nonchalant 
brevity. The next instant he uttered an exclamation, 
flung down the chain, and threw open the door. 

"For God's sake, why are you here. Miss 
Meredyth ? " he asked. His face and his voice were 
stem, his manner brusque. She had seen him take 
things so quietly up to that moment that she stood 
frightened and silent before him in a sudden panic. 
She wanted nothing in the world but to be able to 
run away. 

" Come in," he said, taking her hand. 

"I bring an urgent message," she said in a very 
small voice. 

He shut the door carefully, and smiled down on 
her. 

"Did I frighten you?" he asked, as gently as a 
kind woman could have spoken to a timid child, and 
there were sudden tears in her eyes. 

They were in the observatory, which was indiffer- 
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ently lighted by a lamp behind a screen. From an 
open casement the moon could be seen tangled 
among ragged clouds. Rosexa, in her glittering 
ball-room finery amid the dreary squalor of the 
room ! — the contrast struck Alexander vividly. 

" My lady is dressed for the ball," he observed in a 
tone half-gay, half-grave, but much as if he had 
forgotten that she had come with any object but to 
show off her pretty clothes. 

That put her fairly at her ease, with a warm glow 
at her heart instead of chill fear. 

"I have an errand to you," she hastened to say; 
and then he and she remembered together the " Oh, 
King!" that finished the historic sentence, and 
laughed softly, looking into one another's eyes under 
the subtle charm of that quick telepathy. His eyes 
were as candid and smiling as hers at the moment. 

" Yes," she declared, " you did frighten me." 

He knew that it was her belated answer to his 
question. 

" The Rose of Meredyth is a very courageous Rose, 
nevertheless," he said. She had discovered that he 
was not a man given to vain apologies, and his 
untricked tongue pleased her entirely. Tracy Car- 
million could reel you off dainty flatteries without 
stint, but pretty superfluities of speech did not trip 
from this man's mouth. 

** My message is from Mr Baxter," she said, shaking 
herself out of that strange dream in which the matter 
of actual vital importance had got nearly lost. " Tis 
a fine moonshiny night for goods for the Channel, and 
the rendezvous Walton, near Clevedon,io.i 5 from here." 

" Ah ! Very good. Thank you." 
K 
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"He ran away because he is to play the flute 
with the musicians at the ball. But that was not 
all. Mr Tracy CarmilHon is among the guests, and 
he accuses him of being a traitor. That most wicked 
proclamation " She stopped short, almost breath- 
less with the horror of it 

There was a significant pause, after which Alexander 
said : " In that case we must take precautions." 

"You believe it, then?" 

" I think there may be something in it" 

"It is terrible — ^too terrible!" she murmured with 
a low sigh. 

He bent his head, and said gently : " It affects you ? " 

"Yes — and more than me!" was her impetuous 
reply. "Who could imagine such dishonour in a 
man who was my father's guest?" 

"No, a man may have long lost his conscience, 
and yet be incapable of black treachery." 

" So false and foul — ^he should look like a leper ! " 
she exclaimed, with dainty scorn. "The gilded 
popinjay! I did not know that a gentleman could 
live — dishonoured." 

He did not immediately answer, and she, being 
quick at reading faces, saw that there were bitter 
thoughts in his mind reflected in the grey-blue eyes : 
They kept the steadfastness she imagined came from 
watching the heavens, and yet — he was a troubled, 
an unhappy man — she was sure of it. 

" Anyhow," he said quietly, " it gfnaws out the pith, 
and leaves the man a husk." It seemed as if now 
and then he just put out a hand and drew a curtain 
over his real self, and this happened exactly when 
she was on the point of catching a glimpse of the 
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only real object of interest in the world, the workings 
of a mind, worth calling a mind. 

" I must go," she said without alacrity. " But tell 
me what I am to do ? " 

"Nothing," was his quick answer. "Tom Baxter 
is no fool, though he is crack-brained. He did not 
come here merely to whistle on his pipe." He took 
her hand, stooped, and kissed it 

"Yes, I suppose you must go," he said, without 
lifting his eyes. 

The conventional salute had been a thing so 
unconventional that it seemed to speak as a burst 
of passionate music speaks taking the soul by 
surprise, telling of things only half understood, 
touching Heaven and the eternal on the one side, 
and quivering down to the brink of Hell on the 
other, where the white ashes of hopes, and the red 
cinders of poor wasted lives, are heaped together in 
the place where the sun never shines, 

" Good-night." She spoke slowly and softly, though 
she chose the words that were without finality. 

"It is good-bye too," he said, in the quiet tones 
that swept every chord in the girl's being, and set 
her throbbing and thrilling and sighing, like a little 
harp set high for the wind to trouble. The trouble 
swayed backwards and forwards between the two, 
and each knew it was present with the other. The 
only feeling she could have put perfectly into words 
was : " How beautiful it is to be alive ! " 

She stammered out : " You will come back ? " 

"Not to this place. I am only a wanderer. I 
have an old ruin on the far coast of Scotland, where 
I shall spend my time with the gulls and ravens." 
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This came like a cold lash of sleet on a summer 
day. Roseia shrank within herself, hurt and proud. 
But an involuntary sigh from him changed her 
back to the deep calm of that curious intimacy 
of spirit with spirit that seemed to belong to an 
immeasurable past 

" That is very far away," she responded mechani- 
cally ; and it appeared to be a reflection of her own 
thoughts when he rejoined : " I wonder how long ago 
that supper in the Rose-room took place ? Months — 
years — ^a lifetime ! Everything is transitory. When 
I come back, say in a year's time, the Rose of 
Meredyth will be — Lady Drake. There was no secret 
made of the hopes of Sir Francis: a toast was 
drunk sub rosa^ 

"Why did you believe it? Those hopes, if they 
exist, are idle." 

They faced one another, and the ageing lines of 
trouble and anxiety sharpened his features. 

" If not true to-day, it will be true eventually ? " 
he said searchingly. 

" It never will be true ; you must not believe it now 
or ever." 

Then, with bent head, he muttered : " My God ! " 
And to the deep pain of old standing was added 
a fresh thrust. He looked like a hunted man ; 
and a longing to comfort him was so great in the 
girl that she would have counted her life cheap if 
she might have bargained it away just for that boon. 
" Well — it is good-bye," he said ; and she discovered 
that all this time he had held her hand. Their eyes 
met sombrely. 

The next moment she was in his arms, crushed 
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against his breast, and their lips met in one long 
kiss. 

Never again could that kiss be undone, or be 
as if it had never been. It was one of those true, 
rare happenings that count for a lifetime. 

" It is till death," she said calmly. Nothing in 
the world could seem more natural than that sudden 
silent, long pressure of mouth on mouth, and yet . 

She left him then, and found her way back to the 
common world. Stopping in a quiet spot she 
whispered to herself : " Thank God for it, if I pay for 
it with my whole life. My world is made, and it is — 
Very Good." 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE MAN IN THE MOON 

When John Meredyth's old friends had said their 
say about the advantages of his daughter Roseia's 
marriage with young Sir Francis Drake, and settled 
precisely what income the young people would have, 
they turned to the other handsome couple whom 
everybody watched as they stood up to dance the 
court minuet and gavotte. Tracy Carmillion made 
a superb figure, and Stella was as radiant as a 
fairy queen. 

Many a sigh of distant adoration heaved honest 
youthful bosoms on account of one and the other; 
and there was but one opinion — they were deep 
in love — they had eyes but for one another, and 
John Meredyth was in luck, being in a fair way 
to marry two of his girls well and speedily. 
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Tracy did indeed make a very ornamental and 
fascinating lover, quite fit to make love to a sugar 
princess on the top of a Twelfth-Night cake ; but 
the tune of that one hundred thousand pounds was 
drumming in his head all the while he was whisper- 
ing warm, intoxicating flatteries in poor little Stella's 
too ready ear. True, she was the attraction that drew 
him to the ball, but selfish passion did not prevent 
him coming to this Jacobite stronghold with his 
eyes open. Stella's trust in him was what he 
traded on, and with little difficulty he learnt from 
her all that she knew, which, although not amount- 
ing to much in the way of definite news, suggested 
a trail. 

She told him more than she fancied as he led 
her on by artful questions, until they touched on 
the " astrologer's " tower and its mysterious occupant, 
who secluded himself even when so delightful a 
festivity as a ball was going on. 

"He is probably an ancient with a white beard 
to his knees and horn spectacles," suggested 
Carmillion. 

But Stella believed that the foreign gentleman 
was young. 

"Foreign!" reflected Carmillion. "A Jesuit, 
for a yellow George ! Why, here's a famous burrow 
for a fox!" 

He proposed giving the proprieties the slip, and 
taking a look at the tower from the pleasaunce 
along the south-west side of the house. 

There seemed no harm in the attractive proposal, 
or only harm enough to give it the spice of danger, 
and Stella assented. 
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To Roseia the ballroom was a blank on her own 
account— she, a girl with that new-bom, shame-faced 
secret glory in her heart — ^how could it be otherwise ? 
But she watched Stella, in her triumphant beauty, 
with an eager sense of pity, as if she could actually 
see the miserable pit of disappointment that lay 
under the flowers on which she seemed to be dancing. 

She saw the handsome pair stealing away to 
the dark garden, with hot indignation. Was this 
man a spy — as black a traitor as spy could be? 
And daring to court her Stella! 

She had been told to "do nothing," but that 
prohibition did not refer to private affairs, and 
Stella must be saved from the impious flatteries 
of the wretch. She had been trained to a high 
standard of loyalty, which was destined to affect 
and colour her whole life apart from that episode 
with the Shadow King, James Francis ; and she did 
not question the necessity of Stella being separated 
from her specious lover, even if it broke Stella's heart. 

Young Drake thought he had never seen his 
Amaryllis so queenly and radiant as just then, 
when she signalled with a look, and a movement 
of her proud, sweet head. 

He was at her side in an instant, almost tripping 
over his sword in his haste. " Is there a world any- 
where I can fetch for you to reign over ? " he asked 
in a glow of pleasure. 

" Frankie " — it was only in the happiest moments 
she used that nursery name — "Frankie, take me 
on to the paved terrace. Not that I want to *talk 
secrets,* as the children say, but Stella is there, with 
— ^you know — I cannot bear the man ! " 
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"Shall I pufon my shooting boots and kick him? 
Or run him through his pretty waistcoat on the 
grass-plot ? " 

"We must fight him with extreme politeness; 
but I am in dead earnest, Francis. It is not only 
on Stella's account, but another. I feel that he is 
bent on mischief, and you know very well that the 
ground under our feet is strewn with gunpowder." 

" Is it ? Oh, yes, to be sure I Shall I lay myself 
out to make the fellow drunk ? Faith ! I should be 
under the table myself too ; would you rate me for 
it, Roseia?" 

" I shouldn't mind a pin, if it is necessary, Frankie." 

"It could be done; there are three or four who 
will be drunk anyhow after supper." 

"But it is now — ^now, that he must be hindered 
from spying — if he is bent on that You are to 
ask Stella's hand for the next dance; say you 
have called it for her." 

"You promised me that, Roseia, and I have been 
counting the minutes." 

" Hush ! this is serious, Francis." 

Stella and Carmillion had come to a standstill 
in view of the tower, in whose topmost storey a 
solitary lamp was visible. 

A man's head passed in front of the light, a dog 
jumped up at the window, a hand was stretched 
out to close an open casement, the shadow of the 
telescope lay across the wall. 

Tracy had drawn very close to Stella when he 
became aware of other shadows than their own 
across the strips of reflected light from the library 
windows. 
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"We are looking at the man in the moon," he 
said gaily. "I presume that you too, Miss 
Meredyth and Sir Francis, have come out to see 
the moon." 

"Lantern, dog, and faggot are all there," added 
Stella confusedly. "It is very droll." 

"You are looking in the wrong direction for your 
moon," said Roseia. "Were you bom in Wiltshire, 
MrCarmillion?" 

" Why, no ! madam." 

"Wiltshire * moon-rakers ' give out that they are 
raking the reflection of the moon out of the pond 
wherein kegs of brandy lie hid: they are less silly 
than they seem, you understand." 

" I, on the contrary, am mad where I appear only 
foolish," was Carmillion's ready rejoinder. His tone 
gave a melancholy, sentimental colour to his words 
that thrilled Stella's heart, and exasperated Roseia 
by their ring of falsity. 

Sir Francis had secured his partner for the country 
dance, and the four turned towards the house, as 
conventional a party in looks and nice behaviour 
as could be — with most elementary passions seething 
within them. 

They were met at the entrance by Jane, who flew 
to Stella with the melodramatic air any slight 
disturbance produced in her. "Just one word, 
sister," she exclaimed. "Did you pick up a little 
white box?" 

" It dropped at my feet," returned Stella, surprised. 
" What can you know about it, Jane ? " 

Carmillion stepped forward, and took the Battersea 
trinket from his waistcoat pocket 
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"A most amorous declaration," he observed 
teasingly ; " sealed with sugar-plums, and signed " 

" Oh, pray ! " cried poor Jane. 

**I cannot submit to Miss Jane Meredyth being 
tormented on my birthday," protested young Drake 
good-humouredly. 

" Pray cast a glance over our new poet's couplets, 
madam," said Carmillion, handing the little box to 

Roseia. "And now, with your leave " He 

bowed, and glided into the crowd. 

Jane clasped her hands, and appealed movingly to 
her sister. " Be generous. Rose — 'tis a keepsake, and 
a secret Well, I don't mind you reading it, but not 
the others," 

Roseia opened the box, and unfolded a slip of 
paper wrapped round barberry comfits, and read : 

"O if B. were King o* the Bean, 'tis J. should be Queen 

o* the Pea. 
Tho' he's off by the light o* the Moon, His Heart bends 
the knee before She." 

Roseia had much ado not to burst out laughing, 
but instead of it she frowned. 

" Jane," she said, " none but a cracked-brain person 
would have taken such a liberty ; and none but a 
great goose would have left the thing about for 
prying eyes to read this motto. 'Tis fantastic 
enough, but who knows whether some spy may 
not read the truth in it ! Go and bum it in the fire. 
Where may Mr * B.* be at this moment, child ? " 

"Gone," answered Jane despairingly. "I meant 
to give it back to him." 

Among other prattle Stella had revealed Jane's 
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latest whim of hero-worship — a highwayman for 
its object, of whose exploits she had been hearing 
within the last few days. Mr Baxter had, in fact, given 
Jane such a striking sketch of his own prowess and 
generosity, as they rode down from Chapel Plaster, 
that a selection had bubbled over the rim of discretion 
for her sister's entertainment. 

Carmillion, who believed every romp of fifteen to 
be a woman of intrigue in miniature, was not slow in 
forming the conclusion that Jane had slyly met the 
gallant, and the capital " B " of the motto, joined to 
the mention of a ride by the light of the moon, 
settled the matter. 

It is always the touch of truth that makes the 
danger. 

He wished he had got over some red-coats from 
Bristol, but relied, now, upon the certainty that 
among the assembly of servants hanging around, the 
King's name would ensure a rally round him. He 
had, moreover, in his eye at least, a couple of Whig 
Justices, who were to be found at the card tables 
ready in two minutes to sign a warrant 

Threading his way with studied carelessness 
among the groups of guests in the hall, he entered 
the cloak-room, caught up hat and cloak, and went 
out by a back door. 

With a dim suspicion that a step was behind him, 
he faced round as the door shut a second time, and 
before he could distinguish more than a nondescript 
outline, a voice whispered : " Hist ! Are you for a 
moonlight ride, sir?" 

"Right!" he muttered in return, trusting that the 
lack of a password probably expected might not 
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betray him. He was certainly mistaken for some 
person bent on a secret adventure, and he instantly 
remembered that the Chevalier was, like himself, tall 
and slight. 

"Follow me, sir," whispered the voice, in whose 
suppressed shrillness he was glad to trace a 
resemblance to that of Baxter. 

" Keep silence, if you value your life. Til put you 
where none will disturb you till the horses are ready.*' 

His guide, who was a little man, kept close to his 
left as they made their way, unlighted by the rising 
but clouded moon — a short way from the house 
and, as he gathered, towards the stables. 

" In here, sir, if you will condescend to stoop your 
noble head," croaked the muffled voice ; a door was 
thrust open : he stepped through. " Till you hear me 
whistle thrice, sir " 

The door slammed suddenly, was locked, and 
barred, and in the pitch dark he heard footsteps 
retreating. 

The smell of earth and wood struck him disagree- 
ably, and in moving he struck his shin against a heap 
of logs. 

He cursed the logs and his leader. 

The minutes dragged by ; a clock struck ten. 
He heard the trampling of horses and other sounds, 
but no whistle. 

Planning his course in the emergency he antici- 
pated, a quarter of an hour passed away. 

Then he began to curse everybody and everything. 

Meanwhile, Mr Baxter's only regret was that the 
woodhouse was not the coal hole — but it had the 
stronger door. 
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CHAPTER XX 

DAUGHTERS IN REBELLION 

We are mostly laggards, even in those matters about 
which we are positively in earnest; and Carmillion, 
while scheming out his future with the single eye of 
entire selfishness, was plucked out of the path of 
deliberate worldly-wise choice, to be set whirling 
confusedly down a current of passion. Passion 
sweeps a weak, selfish man into pools beyond his 
depth, where he is past praying for, and the excite- 
ment of Stella's surpassing beauty had been greatly 
enhanced by the envy his good fortune had 
occasioned. As his stealthy wooing advanced, the 
charm of the girl's loveliness, with her generous, 
romantic passion for him, was too much even for his 
self-possessed soul. His huge vanity was awakened, 
and he swore to himself that he loved her so dis- 
tractedly that if he could not win her any other way 
he would dare risk marriage, trusting that a charming 
wife might help him on. 

At the birth-night party he had intended asking 
her to run away with him, when that meddling, 
impertinent couple had interfered. 

After a certain incident at the close of the Rose- 
room meeting, he did not think he should plead in vain. 
As he left the corridor alone, and reached the top of 
the stairs, he caught sight of a shadow and a hand 
in the gleam of a lamp opposite. The hand lay 
milk-white on the balustrade, and the question was 
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whether it belonged to Roseia or Stella. Each girl 
wore a ring set in brilliants, the one a ruby, the other 
an emerald. A step nearer, and a red flash betrayed 
Stella's ruby, while a delicate profile bent forward 
silhouetted against the light 

His heated blood was stirred by the notion of Stella 
waiting on the chance of catching one glimpse of him, 
and with light, quick step he darted along the gallery. 
With soft rustlings and little panting breathings the 
girl came out of the shadow, and her shy, happy 
murmurs were momentarily smothered in his Mechlin 
lace, as he caught her trembling in his arms. Under 
a quick, hard pelting of kisses she shrank and hid 
her face again. How she loved the delicate musky 
scent that pervaded his finery, and how, when the 
day of broken idols came, she loathed it ! 

In between his kisses he found a tongfue to whisper 
the fond flatteries he excelled in, but the episode 
must needs be brief, and too soon he whispered : " And 
now the loveliest of her sex must smuggle her adoring 
slave out of the house as quick as possible. Would 
that I could stay for ever in Stella's arms ! When 
shall we meet again, sweet one ? " 

Stella whispered back : " The birth-night ball at 
Syston." 

" May this be the last time we part. I cannot live 
without my Stella ; she is a whole heaven of stars to 
me." 

This meeting and parting were in the girl's 
thoughts day and night until the ball brought her the 
felicity of meeting her lover again, and his sudden 
disappearance put her into a flurried anguish of mind 
that tired her out before the dancing was nearly 
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ended. She had more eyes on her than she imagined, 
and lookers-on tattled about a lovers' quarrel. 

The following day they all went home to Sothem- 
wood, except Roseia, who had parental commands 
to remain with Lady Drake — or, translated, to be a 
good girl, and accept the hand of the young baronet. 

She begged for the company of a sister, but Mr 
Meredyth saw in that a ruse to keep Francis at bay. 
"I may fetch you in person, daughter," he said at 
parting. " For this marriage, which I enjoin upon 
you as your duty, will be a matter for mutual rejoic- 
ings in the two families — an advantage not invariably 
present on these occasions." 

Roseia watched the coach and four turn out of the 
gates with curiously mingled feelings. She was left 
to fight with the lions of conventionality set so primly 
about the ways of proper-behaved young gentle- 
women, and in running tilt against those she had to 
shock the law of the blind obedience in her own 
bosom. Yet, on the other hand, it was possible that 
Harry Alexander might come back to Syston, while 
it seemed pretty sure that Sothernwood Castle would 
see him no more. 

By dint of thinking of nothing else she believed 
she understood him now : circumstances he could not 
explain separated him from her, but his heart was 
hers, as her heart was his. That was enough — 
enough for happiness — a dream of perfect joy beyond 
her pleasant home. What more could a girl wish ? 

She resolved on making her poor squire her 
accomplice, thus paying an immense compliment to 
young Drake — one he would certainly rather be 
without, but Love can make no bargains. 
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Sitting together in a recess in a warm yew hedge, 
Francis said despondently: "Perhaps it is because 
I am a stupid fellow, but, somehow, everything goes 
with the hope of seeing you reigning at Bucklands. 
Can you tell me what to do without that hope ? I 
suppose it will end in drink, as it usually does." 

"Nay; you have more sense than to fling away 
self-respect, Francis. I implore you to look at it 
from a new standpoint" 

" If I were to hang by my heels to the horn of the 
new moon, I should see you just as I do now. What 
care I if the world be full of pretty girls, sprightly 
girls, virtuous girls — there is but one woman in it 
for me." 

"You may blame me if you like for not seeing 
that it was more to you than to me. I was thought- 
less; but, in truth, I fancied that to you who take 
things so amiably just as they come, you regarded it 
as what was expected of you — ^nothing more than 
that." 

"While I little thought you could trifle with me." 

" Oh, Francis, how you distress me, and make me 
ashamed ! We are all fond of you, but marriage — ah, 
that IS a different thing ! " 

" I wish you had not grown so wise all of a 
sudden ! Tis bad to think too much ; it makes things 
look crooked. I never pretended I was good enough 
for you, but then — no man is." 

" Oh, yes — ^yes — I am only a girl ! " Roseia pro- 
tested, seeing an absent face more clearly than the 
troubled brown visage by her side. 

"Tis not natural to eat, drink, sleep, wake — 
miserable," went on Drake. "Then, as for you — 
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what a stew you will be in with your father's dis- 
pleasure. Sure, you must hate and detest me, 
Roseia, if your worst lot is to come to me to be 
worshipped ! " 

" You don't understand ! I've nothing to give you, 
Francis — 'tis not my fault — and therefore I must 
not take from you. Love must be on both sides 
you know." 

" I know that if you will marry me I shall be 
monstrous happy, and I've love enough for two any 
day ! 'Tis by mere chance my heart is fixed where 
sensible persons would have it; sure, you are not 
so perverse that that looks pitiful to you, Roseia?" 

"These things are not in our own discretion and 
choice. You know they are not. If you imagine 
they are, it shows that you know nothing about it, 
Francis." 

"About what — Miss Meredyth?" 

« Why— why— love." 

"Oh, Lord, would you have me think you know 
about it?" 

The poor lad groaned, and hung his head. Then, 
folding his arms, and looking as stern as moist eyes 
would permit, he said stiffly: "May I be permitted 
to learn what gentleman has had the happiness of 
giving you lessons in this art, madam?" 

The girl gave a slight, half-sobbing laugh. " You 
may ask any foolish question you like, but if you 
know anything, you know that 'tis something within 
that teaches us. And, Francis, the see-saw of married 
life is intolerable without it, whatever they may 
say ; so you ought to be thankful to me for under- 
standing myself in time to save you from misery." 

L 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



i62 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

"I swear there's some fellow. I would I could 
put a name to him — shoot him, and then go hang 1 " 

"There's a pretty programme for my happiness! 
Oh, Francis, if you cared about me one pin you 
would not wish to cheat me out of the one thing 
worth having in this world." 

"Let me know his name, Roseia." 

" I cannot tell you the truth without telling you 
a lie. I shall never marry." 

"There's the lie!" 

"Only, perhaps, I would if I could " 

"Ah, here's the truth!" 

"Though 'tis a mere dream I have dreamt." 

"Nay — not so true as might be! Can I guess 
the lucky name?" 

"If there is a name it will never pass my lips — 
not that you are to understand there is; a girl 
should die before she should admit she is thinking 
of one who — but no girl can care until she is 
taught how " 

"Ho! Here's a new complexion. The lesson is 
not all 'within,' then?" 

" I wish," sighed Roseia, " that the word marriage 
would strike a man dumb who would offer it to 
me, and so good-bye to happiness! Do you think 
we are a curs't family, Francis ? I've seen the Rose- 
spinner, and she seemed full of dreadful prophecies. 
Look at Stella — is she happy? Oh dear, oh dear, 
I believe I am a very wicked girl!" 

"Why, Roseia, never mind that! How strange 
you have gone! you are not like yourself" 

" I'm like all the self I am like to be for the rest 
of my days. Francis, I want you to swear to be 
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my friend through all the troubles any one can 
invent for me — my true friend, mind you." 

"So I will; you know it, Roseia, and Fll drink 
to that in a cool tankard. Do you know, my mother 
can't get over Barton preferring balm to borage 
for . cool tankard. * Borage gives comfort and 
courage' — Dimond shall mix me some to-night. 
Sure, never man needed it more!" 

" Some day when I am very old, and you are quite 
happy married to a charming girl who gives you 
her whole heart, I will tell you the whole secret, 
Francis." 

" I begin to think youVe fallen in love with the 
Chevalier's picture." 

"No, nor with himself" 

"Short of that, what man is there who would 
not go grovelling at your feet for a glance? So, 
I'm to wait till I'm bidden to your wedding? I 
won't come, Roseia — I'll die first" 

"Nobody asks you, Frankie. I shall die unwed, 
and you can wear white knots at my burying." 

That harbinger of troubles, the Rose-spinner, had 
a hand in every one's affairs, or surely Mr Dennys, 
the popular High Sheriff, would not have been so 
lightning-struck by Stella's beauty at the Syston 
ball, as to start off two days later in his state coach 
with postillions and outriders to make a formal offer 
of his hand. 

He was a personable gentleman just under forty, 
a widower without children, who thought it high 
time to wed again, and supply an heir to the noble 
property he possessed in the Meredyths' own county. 

He was a man of prompt action, so hurried on the 
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affair in order to nip in the bud the pretensions of 
that flimsy fellow CarmiUion, who had not an acre 
to his name. 

If Stella had been gifted with the cool, un- 
imaginative mind that tends to wise councils of 
comfort and position, she would not have hesitated 
one instant, but would have pointed out to her family 
how superior a bridegroom Mr Dennys was compared 
with Sir Mark Beamish. 

The proposal was agreeably flattering to Mr 
Meredyth. He reflected, while summoning Stella to 
his study, what a kind husband he was providing for 
her, and how little likely he would be to niggle over 
the girFs portion. With very slight doubt of her 
wishes he told his daughter of her good fortune, and 
gave her his blessing. Stella's physical endurance 
was not equal to strain and excitement, and she 
fainted away in as genuine a swoon as ever in- 
capacitated a heroine. Her father called in Roseia 
in great trepidation, who said, while ministering to 
her sister : " Papa, I verily believe you will have to 
give up trying to get rid of us." 

She cried a little over the pretty pale creature, not 
in alarm, but foreseeing bitter tribulation in store for 
Stella and herself. 

That afternoon John Meredyth, acting in accord- 
ance with his lifelong habits, rode down to St 
Catherine's to consult with Mrs Blanchard. Quirina 
threw the sturdy plaster of her convictions on the 
loose stones of his wishes. A man such as Asshe 
Dennys! Stella might thank her stars! She was 
a girl stuffed full of fanciful megrims, but more 
docile than Roseia — that spoilt mammet ! " Be firm, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



DAUGHTERS IN REBELLION 165 

Meredyth, be firm — and the girl will bless you when 
she comes to her senses." 

That night poor Stella abandoned herself to her 
grief, and Roseia tried in vain to comfort her, as the 
beautiful head lay on her lap, or tossed feverishly on 
the pillow with torrents of tears and fragmentary 
confidences. 

It was wicked and cruel to part two who adored 
one another — if she could not marry Mr Carmillion 
she should die. She knew that poor young girls 
were forced to marry old men for their wealth, and 
Mr Dennys was an ogre who only wanted to gobble 
her up, because he knew that she hated him — or at 
least had given her heart to another. If Rose only 
knew what it was to feel such an attachment; but 
the contrast between the two was enough — all that 
whalebone and gold lace — ^the stiff, red face scored 
with lines of age — and then the perfect elegance, 
the charm, the amiability — ^the fire beneath ! The 
pauses were filled in with sobs and broken exclama- 
tions of distress and despair. She did not wish to 
afflict her sister, but oh, what should she do — ^what 
hope was there for her ? 

"Suppose I am cowed into submission, Rose, 
through not being able to bear being in rebellion ? 
How could I say my prayers in church, while papa 
regards me as a wicked, undutiful daughter ? But if 
I yield, I begin my life's misery with base perjury 
— swearing, as you know you have to, before the 
altar, to love a man I hate, and to hate a man I 
love. Tis unfair, too, to a gentleman who, no doubt, 
means well, and who will come to detest me for my 
duplicity. I shall not pretend I do not abhor him — 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



i66 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

how can a kind father drive his child to such ex- 
tremity? Indeed, I am convinced papa could not if 
Mrs Blanchard were not behind with her imperial 
nod. Tis downright wicked of her — if only our 
mother had not died ! Oh, Rose, you can get rid of 
Francis Drake because he is at your beck and call, 
but would Mr Dennys care a pin for what I said? 
He would only smile with grandeur, and bow over 
a pinch of snuff, while he orders round his fine coach 
to carry me into gilded captivity." 

" Tm perfectly resolved to marry no one at all — 
why should you not be equally obstinate?" said 
Roseia, "Papa will not turn us out, and certainly 
will not drag us in chains to church." 

"But you forget — ^there is Carmillion — dare I 
speak of him to papa ? You know I cannot ; but 
I shall die if we are parted. Wait? Oh, Rose — to 
go down into the cold shades of middle life — no, no ! 
Our only hope is to marry now. What if we are 
poor? we shall be all the more to one another!" 

" I have heard that Mr Carmillion is an ambitious 
man." 

" I daresay he is ; but I shall be ambitious for him." 

In her distress over Stella, Roseia almost forgot 
that she herself was a culprit according to the 
domestic laws of those times, but when she pleaded 
her sister's cause she was promptly reminded of it. 

"Let me hear not a word more on the subject, 
Roseia," John Meredyth said. " It is a matter beyond 
your comprehension. You should feel confident that 
I act for my children's welfare; and before you 
endeavour to bias my decisions, daughter, you must 
show some proof of your dutiful obedience." 
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She did her inexperienced best, but failed alike 
with her father and Stella. Stella had been used 
to follow her lead, but in this vital matter she could 
not inspire her with her own courage, and Stella's 
fluctuations of depression and despair alarmed her. 
There was little talk between them about Carmillion, 
but her sister would break out into short sentences 
such as, "I cannot bear it They will drive me to 
desperation. If he only knew " 

Stella neither slept nor ate, as she waited in the 
gnawing pain of uncertainty — waited and longed 
with the desperate longing of first love ignorant of 
itself, hoping for deliverance from the fate which was 
rapidly approaching. 

Mrs Blanchard undertook the marriage (prepara- 
tions, as indeed was in accordance with custom, 
and Roseia had no voice in the matter. Stella was 
treated as a lay figure for the trying on of clothes, 
and to make a protest before the maids and dress- 
makers would have seemed childish. Who would 
not be ashamed to appear childish at seventeen — 
especially when no one paid attention to acts of 
resistance? 

Mr Dennys did not mean to wait for his bride, 
nor did he care whether she hung back or not He 
kissed her hand once in the presence of her father, 
and then turned to business matters, in which he 
was more at home than in the futilities of courtship, 
and Mr Meredyth was delighted with him. The 
wedding day was fixed — was coming silently, swiftly 
nearer, and Mrs Blanchard carried the unresisting 
Stella off with her for a few days to St Catherine's. 
Roseia made a last futile struggle on her behalf 
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She sought her father, who, through all this time of 
suffering, imagined himself to be acting the part of 
a wise and affectionate parent, and once more 
pleaded for Stella's release from the odious compact 
. "Believe me, my dear, you do not know what 
you are talking about," John Meredyth said, putting 
his hand on her head, touched by the tears in her 
eyes. "To say more would be both disrespectful 
and indelicate, and would incur my serious dis- 
pleasure. I fear, if the truth were known, your sister 
is merely following the ill example set by you, 
daughter." 

That seemed to seal the matter. Roseia was mute, 
except to Jane, but inwardly wild with distress 
and indignation. She had no possibility of appeal- 
ing to Mr Dennys, who would have smiled gallantly 
at such a feather dropped in his scale as her protest. 

Francis Drake, like the lovable gentleman he was, 
had abandoned his hopes at her desire, and gone 
into Devonshire, to endeavour to substitute for love, 
an interest in his own place and people. In his 
absence Roseia spent a few days at Syston — the 
last happy days of her life — ^so she told herself, for 
Alexander had come back after seeing off the 
Chevalier. The stars, the yew hedges, and the 
bowling-green had blended in that maze of eager, 
melancholy joy. It was one of those rare spaces 
in life when we neither look before nor after, but 
keenly live the present moment. The knowledge 
that it must end soon only made Roseia more 
determined to taste every drop of the honied cup — 
bitter herb of parting and all ! It was like a radiant 
spring morning with a silver passing-bell tolling 
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on the other side of the wood. There was always 
that Shadow of Fate between them, mysterious 
and undefined, but no mere ordinary obstacle, Roseia 
felt sure, to be in time overcome; and then came 
the draining of the cup — sweetest, bitterest dr^s 
— ^and the numbing anodyne when pain is most 
acute, and then the blankest blank. 

There was no talk of Carmillion : probably none 
but the half-drunken stable-boy, who opened the 
door when he had nearly battered it down with 
blows, knew of the fine gentleman's incarceration, 
and the victim himself had perforce to dissemble 
his rage, both for fear of ridicule, and also because 
he did not know on whom to fasten the quarrel. 
He suspected Roseia Meredyth of inciting some 
rustical booby to play him the trick. She had 
broken into his moonlight stroll with Stella, and he 
owed her something for that, as well as for her 
refusal of the loving-cup to him. For three or four 
days he exerted himself in vain to pick up a clue 
to the Chevalier's whereabouts, and then sulkily 
renounced hope of the hundred thousand pounds, 
wondering, but with tepid interest, what had become 
of Kitty Pricker. 

He turned up at a Bath gambling table late one 
evening to receive the news of Stella's intended 
marriage from malicious acquaintances, all agog to 
enjoy his mortification ; and though stung to the 
quick with the notion that this sudden turn was 
due to her having heard of the wood-house trick, 
he did not writhe before the giggling crew. 

Just at this juncture of frantic resentment, dis- 
appointment, and fretted passion he received a 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



70 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

piteous little billet from the poor girl, beseeching 
him to rescue her from a detested fate. She had 
taken this foolish step in desperation, feeling she 
had not the courage to defy the powerful combination 
against her. 



CHAPTER XXI 

THE EVE OF THE WEDDING 

Myrtilla, Lady Beamish, was not to be excluded 
from the somewhat boisterous merriment of a country 
wedding, so one sweet-smelling, moist afternoon the 
two little girls came running helter-skelter, to 
announce that an uncommon fine coach had just 
turned into the lodge gates, whereupon Jane bowled 
her hoop up the avenue to see who it was coming 
so dashingly through the bright dead leaves, and 
out from the coach window burst waving plumes and 
a fluttering white handkerchief. 

Only Myrtilla arrived, or set off, in such a turmoil 
as followed. Out came the whole household, attended 
by affectedly rampageous dogs; and out sprang Lady 
Beamish, to be caught in a bunch of sisters kissing, 
laughing, and rejoicing. Even pale Stella was excited 
to a sense of pleasure. Then she pushed by them all 
to fling herself on her knees at her father's feet, and 
kiss his hand. 

Breezy, vivacious, irresponsible Myrtilla was a great 
favourite with her father ; indeed, she was generally 
popular, though old Nurse, with the awful wisdom of 
age, had compared her to the gilt gingerbread 
queens at a fair. Her real use in life was to defy 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE EVE OF THE WEDDING 171 

prejudices without shocking the prejudiced. A bom 
upsetter, conventional persons — Mrs Grundy's parish 
council — made excuses for Myrtilla's worst scrapes. 
Mrs Blanchard preferred her to any of her sisters. 

" The peacock, oh, the peacock — I had quite forgot ! " 
cried Lady Beamish at the hall door. " Ah, I see my 
people are loosing the creature. Girls, did you ever 
see such a splendid strutting piece of vanity ! An 
intolerable nuisance he has proved, but he is my 
present to you, and you must be grateful to me for 
loading my coach with that huge basket James and 
Timothy had to hold it between them all the way, for 
the sweet creature would have been smothered in the 
boot" 

The children jumped for joy round the newcomer, 
but Roseia wondered how " King Solomon," their old 
peacock, would take a rival. 

Myrtilla scampered all over the house, followed by 
a mob of sisters, and at last, settling down to take off 
her smart hat and display her finery, turned suddenly 
on Roseia. " A nice fantastic faggot you are, miss ! 
Pray, what more do you ask than to be my Lady 
Drake? Vd have taken Frankie myself if he had 
been a few years older." 

" rd marry him to-morrow over a broomstick, and 
say thank you," chimed in Dulcy's piping treble. 

" Hark to the minx ! " cried Myrtilla. " Girls, you 
will all be dancing in green shoes at the chit's wedding, 
if you don't mind. What do you think I've come down 
for besides seeing Stella properly turned out for her 
wedding ? To talk business with papa; the most modish 
women in Lunnon talk stocks and shares all day long, 
and I suppose none of you know what that means." 
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She displayed a gay reticule crammed with papers, 
and a fat vellum pocket-book, and stated her 
intention of going to the study. 

" How brave you are, sister, since you have become 
a married lady ! " said Jane. " When papa summons 
me, I always wonder what I have done." 

" Pooh, child ! When you have scrambled through 
as many scrapes as I have, you'll be less thin-skinned." 

Stocks, shares, and Myrtilla! It was a curious 
combination. In her rouge, patches, and hoops, a 
tiny " King Charles " tucked under one arm, she sat 
opposite her father, instructing him on the amazing 
fine schemes of Sir John Blunt and Company. 

Mr Meredyth, all sober neatness, scholarly seclusion 
stamped on his countenance, listened with profound 
attention. 

" Of course, papa, I am a perfect fool, but clever 
men tell me all these affairs, which all the world is 
dying to know, and I have it on the very highest 
authority that this Mulberry Company at Chelsea 
is a perfectly sure fortune. Just think ! You know 
British silks are amazingly sought after, but horrid 
expensive because we are compelled to buy our raw 
silk from Italy. Very well, we have only to plant 
Chelsea Park with mulberry trees, build our silk- 
houses there, and we can snap our fingers at the 
foreigners. 'Twill be a monopoly, and 'tis only by 
favour with influential friends that I got the promise 
of so many shares* So, papa, I want you to be good 
enough to forward me my next year's allowance, and 
very soon, you'll see, I shall be independent of any 
allowance." 

"What says Sir Mark?" 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE EVE OF THE WEDDING 173 

" Oh, Sir Mark is a bigot at30Ut his India House — 
won't hear of any other investment, which, you must 
allow, is absurd. He never interferes with me, though, 
as regards my own money — though to say the truth, he 
might be more liberal with his own, but all men 
cannot be blessed with your generous, liberal spirit" 

Mr Meredyth hated miserly doings, which were 
opposed to the time-honoured ways of country gentle- 
men. He was pleased to see Myrtilla, pleased with 
the coming marriage of which she heartily approved, 
and deeply interested in these wonderful new financial 
developments, so the whole sum was wheedled out 
of his pocket, and Myrtilla repaid him by her spirits 
and gaiety. Since this marriage project there had 
been a marked falling off in domestic gaiety, and he 
sometimes felt rather cross and inclined to dwell upon 
the loss of his dear wife. 

" What has become of Stella's spark, Carmillion ? " 
Myrtilla asked, as she and Roseia were walking in 
the shrubbery. " He is quite one of the town Brights, 
but never would have given a serious thought to a 
country girl with so little fortune. I've known several 
misses languishing after the tonnish fellow, but he 
sighs and rides away." 

" I wish Stella had never seen him ! " 

" Tilly - vally ! Those affairs don't count. Let 
Stella once become a woman of fashion, and her time 
will be too well filled up to leave a thought for an old 
fancy. And with her beauty — ^but she is not looking 
well, as white as paper, and eyes like saucers. Some 
girls are frightened to death before they are married. 
Why, there she is looking like a ghost ! " 

This was the third day from Myrtilla's arrival, and 
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during that time a tragedy had been developing. 
The new peacock and the " Queen of Sheba " had set 
up a shameless flirtation, and while they strutted 
about in a display of coquetry, the old peacock 
humped himself up in a tree refusing to eat. No 
coaxing could bring him to reason; the heartless 
couple took no notice of his grief, and the affectionate 
blandishments of Stella, Jane, and the children were 
of no avail. Stella was watching him alone, with the 
faithful patience that was part of her character, when 
the bird fell from out of the branches at her feet, dead 
of a broken heart. Her two elder sisters saw her with 
the beautiful, limp head in her arms, crying. 

" Lord, 'tis only a dumb creature ! " cried Myrtilla, 
" and the new peacock is far handsomer." 

"But this one has died of grief," said Roseia. 
"Poor King Solomon, it makes me miserable to 
think of a bird's little heart breaking for love." 

She knelt down and stroked the dead favourite, 
with eyes full of tears. Stella looked up and 
murmured : " Has a bird more feeling than a human 
being, Rose? And yet they can laugh at a girl's 
broken heart." 

"Stella, even now it is not too late — only be 
brave!" 

"They have driven me to — to desperation. Rose, 
Rose, will you always be my friend ? " 

" Till the world comes to an end, and beyond that, 
you goose ! " 

" So would I be for you." 

Myrtilla had run away to more amusing scenes. 

" Only refuse to marry Mr Dennys, and I'll stand 
by you," said Roseia. "I'll say you're dying. I'll 
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swear to Mr Dennys that you'll answer * No, never ' 
instead of *I will/ and so make a fool of him. 
Promise me you'll do it, Stella, rather than be an 
Iphigenia." 

" Papa would never, never forgive me ! " 
It was no U3e; Stella was incapable of steady 
resistance to authority, but that she had a more 
reckless kind of courage was speedily shown. This 
took place previous to her visit to St Catherine's, 
whither she was reluctantly dragged on the morrow 
of the peacock's death. She came back the morning 
before the wedding day, strangely calm, and to all 
seeming blind, deaf, and insensible to the turmoil 
of wedding preparations. She played with the 
children as she had not done since her ill-omened 
love affair ; and as she changed her frock for dinner, 
said: "There, I shall never put on that dear old 
thing again ! " which looked as if she had made up 
her mind to the marriage. The next minute she 
caught Roseia in a vehement embrace. "Rose, 
Rose ! " she cried, and hurried out of the room. 

Roseia was alarmed lest her sister should be on 
the brink of an illness, for, indeed, she looked like it, 
and behaved strangely. Directly after dinner she 
missed her, and there was calling for Stella all over 
the house; but Jane tracked her through the park, 
running stealthily among the trees towards the 
blocked-up doorway. Jane slackened her pursuit, 
reflecting that she was not exactly obliged to 
interfere should Stella's object be a last romantic 
farewell with Mr Carmillion. The wisdom of being 
"off with the old love," in definite fashion, "before 
being on with the new" struck her as explanatory, 
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and right and wrong had become. so jumbled up in 
this affair, that she failed to distinguish between them. 

Curiosity, however, was not to be gainsaid, 
and when she had given Stella a little time at the 
old trysting place of the Three Shires Stone, she 
mounted the wall by the artful little holes made 
for Myrtilla's convenience in the days of youthful 
swains and love-knots on Valentine's Day. She 
had the less scruple about peeping over the wall, 
because she heard the clatter of some carriage — 
an obvious interruption to a lovers' parting. As 
she reared her head over the coping a travelling 
chaise and six drove rapidly away. She was 
charmed at this pretty spectacle, and just observed 
that the blind was up so that she could not see 
the interior. But where was Stella? Not a soul 
was on the lonely Foss road beneath her. Then, 
with a gasp of terror, she scrambled down the wall 
and raced after the coach, crying, "Stella, Stella — 
stop, stop!" Before she reached the lodge, the 
coach had turned at swinging pace into Abbots 
Coomb Lane, and she flung herself against the iron 
gates to recover breath, and her wits. 

She was so absorbed in the horror of her suspicions 
that she did not hear a horseman approach, and 
started violently when a high-pitched, cracked voice 
spoke almost in her ear. " Hey, what ! Mistress 
Jane like puss with the hounds in full cry?" 

" Heaven be praised, Mr Baxter, stop them — stop 
them ! Tis Stella has been run away with, I do think." 

She pointed to the lane with a gesture that said 
more than her words, her eyes wide with alarm, 
her cheeks pale. 
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"Tm game!" was Mr Baxter's short response. 
A shake, a toss of the head, and he and his smart 
chestnut were off in pursuit. Then Jane ran home, 
casting a sharp eye about her on the way, in case 
Stella might after all be hiding among the trees. 
John Meredyth had ridden over to Marshfield, the 
town on the marches — what was to be done ? 

Roseia settled that in her agony of fear for Stella. 
Attended by the old coachman and a groom, she 
was soon speeding along Abbots Coomb Lane, but 
half way down she met Tom Baxter trotting up the 
hill. Out of earshot of the servants, he said : " The 
fair Rose o' Meredyth may turn her face to the 
setting sun, for there's nought remains but to make 
the best of as bad a bargain as ever silly maid did 
make — craving your pardon." 

"My sister!" exclaimed Roseia, more affrighted 
than ever. "Sure, sir, you have not let her go to 
her fate?" 

" Tom Baxter hath done his trifling best, madam ; 
show me the man who can better that in the service 
of the fair, and Til doff my hat to him. When the 
postillions were rolling in the mud, and my jessamy 
rogue at the mouth of this little barker o' mine, 
out springs May-blossom drenched in tear-dew, and 
cries: *Sir, if you do indeed mean this attack out 
of friendship to our family, for pity's sake listen to 
me. Let us on, and bear my humble duty to my 
dear papa from his distracted child, and my kind 
love to all, and tell Rose from me that I was married 
to my beloved Mr Carmillion at St Catherine's, and 
Dunstable and Jacob know all about it' So there, 
I've delivered my soul of as cruel a broadside as ever 
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advertised a fond father's misfortune, but what can't 
be cured must be endured, as they say; and I 
take it that matters might have been worse, fair 
Rose, for Meredyths of Sothernwood as ye are, the 
amazing point about it, to my humble thinking, is 
that the fond maid had the sense to make a marriage 
bargain safe before she bolted. I know the gentle- 
man, and those of his kidney, and they love not the 
knot that cannot be untied. Lordy, that I should 
live to bring the pearly tears to those lovely eyes, 
when I would run a man through the gizzard for 
causing *em, sooner than look at him!" 

So Roseia carried a sad tale home with her, 
weeping all the way with a broken heart. 

"I hope. Rose," sobbed Miss Jane in torrents 
of tears, "that you did not forget to thank Mr 
Baxter for his very noble and courageous conduct 
I only regret that he thought it best not to shoot 
the villain." 

"I don't care a dam," cried MyrtiUa. "Oh, well, 
'tis only an Indian coin, girls, and I caught the trick 
from Sir Peter. I say, I don't care a dam for Mr 
Dennys, but to think of the wedding cakes, and Mrs 
Sopworthy's preparations — 'tis enough to send one 
crazy — and Stella to miss her chance of being the 
prettiest bride of the year ! Her gown is distractingly 
elegant" 

What John Meredyth felt upon this disastrous 
outcome of his, and Quirina's schemes, was only to 
be guessed at, for he shut himself up in his study 
in his grief and humiliation. 

The tale turned out to be strictly true, and Madam 
Blanchard never quite got over the mortification 
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of a double strategy having been accomplished 
under her very nose to the upsetting of her masterly 
plans. Dunstable, it seemed, being aware that she 
would never obtain Madam's consent to her nuptials, 
but that being indispensable to her mistress, she 
was certain of forgiveness — ^took advantage of the 
rector being gone to his mother's funeral, to lead 
the docile Jacob to the altar before what she termed 
"the spare clergy" who took his place. Stella's 
despairing appeal to Carmillion brought him to a 
meeting, and at six o'clock in the morning the two 
couples were married, since Stella refused to elope 
without the sanction of the Church. 

"The ungrateful hussy — the naughty baggage!" 
cried Mrs Blanchard, "and there was I thinking 
only of my famous recipe for consumption of the 
lungs, so that she might go off with a dozen bottles 
of it : raspberry leaves, barberry bark, and agrimony. 
And all thrown away, for never shall my Lady 
Carmillion's son's wife benefit by a drop of my 
mixtures ! " 
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PART II 
CHAPTER I 

WHEN JUNE CAME ROUND 

Early in March, the roads being fairly good for 
travelling, John Meredyth drove up to London, 
after such parting blessings and good wishes as the 
world is scarce big enough for now. 

He carried with him a considerable sum of money, 
yet his first visit was to the goldsmith with whom 
he kept a banking account in the old fashion, the 
Bank of England still being regarded by country 
gentlemen as new-fangled. 

Sad to say, it was a fortune in itself, that sum 
John Meredyth poured into the maw of the great 
sea-serpent in Threadneedle Street — the South Sea 
House. But he was not the only man of sense 
who joined " the fools that gape for golden showers " 
in 'Change Alley, for the fever of speculation laid 
hold of the whole nation from the Ministers of the 
Crown to the shoe-blacks, from the Bench to the 
street-hawker, from merchant-princes to pot-boys. 

The National Debt frightened the anxious-minded, 
and the South Sea Company, when it outbid the 
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Bank, and undertook to pay it off within twenty- 
six years, sent sanguine people into ecstasies. 

At the end of 17 19 the Stanhope Administration 
desired to pay off another burden — Life Annuities 
of the two previous reigns, amounting to eight 
hundred thousand per annum. Sir John Blunt and 
his Company took that over as well, giving out their 
own stock in lieu of Government stock. 

The rush for shares began at once, and they were 
quoted at one hundred and thirty in the winter. 
The whole country was to become an El Dorado, 
and taxes were to be too slight to be felt Coming 
back from the city after that fatal initiation, Mr 
Meredyth indulged in pleasing dreams concerning 
the fortune he was making for his children. Never 
more should jealousy affect to pity his sweet girls 
for their slender portions! 

He put his money in the great scheme — "the 
gold table," as it had been called in gamester's 
parlance. There was the "silver table for the 
middling folk, and the farthing table for footmen" — 
that is, a multitude of schemes for sudden fortunes, 
some of them vast mistakes, and others simple 
frauds, invented by humorous swindlers, who took 
the deposit money and were seen no more. 

From such small spawn springing around the 
monster toadstool, he held aloof, fancying himself 
a wise and careful investor. 

On the plea of business Mr Meredyth put up at 
the "Three Crowns" in Holburn, where, as was 
well known, Jacobite gentlemen congregated ; but the 
truth was he could not endure his son-in-law as host. 

Sir Mark Beamish, who was forty-three and looked 
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ten years older, was so plaguey deferential to John 
Meredyth, whose fifty-two years had a wholesome 
bloom on them still, and who hated being treated 
as though he were seventy. Yet Sir Mark was a 
capable, experienced man, in the wider spheres 
of business, and when they dined together Mr 
Meredyth was much inclined to fish for the opinions 
so coyly withheld. It would greatly have entertained 
a third person to observe the fencing and skirmishing 
that took place between the pair; but neither the 
talents of the cook nor the excellence of the wines 
availed to loose the cautious tongue of the ex- 
Indian. 

Sir Mark was content with the India House, whose 
servant he had always been; Sir Mark was no 
authority, he never went by hearsay; he had no 
acquaintance with Sir John Blunt, or Knight, or any 
other Director of the South Sea Company ; he could 
not pronounce an opinion on projects which did indeed 
wear a handsome face. The Islands of the South Seas 
were indubitably teeming with wealth, and the com- 
merce with Spanish America was probably of untold 
importance. But nothing of the slightest use was to 
be got out of this elaborately punctilious son-in-law, 
and Mr Meredyth's last glass seemed invariably to 
have the dregs of disappointment at the bottom of 
it. He wished to pity his blooming Myrtilla tied to 
such a dry pea-stick — such a bloodless bamboo ; but 
Myrtilla played her part as a lady of fashion, with 
the same bubbling laughter, freshness and vigour, that 
distinguished her at Sothernwood, and was not to be 
pitied. 
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He was glad to get home again from what appeared 
to him the endless hurry and intolerable clamour of 
that small delightful London whose ^' fields about the 
city fair were all with roses set" 

He was a home-staying, home-loving man, strongly 
influenced by associations, to whom the past lived 
ever in the present, and to whom the sight and smell 
of his own fields gave intense pleasure. When his 
postillion's whip was cracked its last and loudest at 
his lodge gates, and his own people hurried to welcome 
the master back from the great perils of a traveller, 
his heart swelled with joyful pride, affection, and 
thankfulness. 

Curious are the powers of self-deception. The man, 
so good in the main, so liberal, and so simple in his 
tastes, had opened one lock of his soul to coveteousness, 
and imagined that all would go well. 

When the flood came he knew what he had done, 
for he was not too dull to learn. 

But for all his hopes, and the pleasure of coming 
home, he carried a sore heart in his bosom while going 
about his London business, for every one of his children 
was dear to him, and there was one in London whom 
he would not see or speak of They made an idol of 
parental authority, or so worthy a man as John 
Meredyth would never have outraged his daughter's 
right to dispose of herself, and then blamed her for 
breaking away. 

Stella was not permitted to write to any one at 
Sothernwood, and Roseia depended on scanty news of 
her through Myrtilla who, in spite of Sir Mark's 
protest against disobedient daughters, managed to see 
her for a few minutes at long intervals — and, indeed, 
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ran across her in the Royal Exchange shops, and 
elsewhere, for the first few weeks after the marriage. 
London being so small a place that we hear of the 
bushes in Bond Street, and of blackberries being 
picked on the road to Tyburn, people might easily 
meet, but after a time Myrtilla ceased to come across 
the poor culprit, at which she did not wonder much, 
as Stella had no coach to ride abroad in. 

So June came round, and the country about 
Sothernwood was more perfectly lovely than ever, 
when they lit the Beltan fires on the hill-tops. When 
Britain was the Isle of the Apple of the Sun, those 
votive fires had flamed and men had leaped through 
the flames, but now St John the Forerunner had the 
honour of them on his Eve, and still the yokels 
and their sweethearts made pretence of jumping 
through them for luck. 

The moon was young and slender on this Mid- 
summer's Eve, the blurred silvery stars of June shining 
between drifting clouds, so that the broad stream of 
reddened smoke showed up the brighter, as it veered 
with the light wind about the Marshfield bonfire. 

All Marshfield and Cold Ashton had turned out 
with their respective bands of musicians in time- 
honoured rivalry. Ring after ring of dancers went 
stamping, twirling, and capering about the lofty 
pile, to the tootling and scraping of all the local 
choirs. 

Gay young hunting men who rode out in blue and 
buff with the Beaufort stag-hounds, did not disdain 
toeing and heeling with the rustics, especially if they 
could lead out one of the pretty girls of Sothernwood ; 
gaffers in embroidered smocks and gammers in mob- 
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caps footed it with the rest, chanting the old words to 
the old tunes of jigs and roundabouts. 

" Green grows the leaves on the hawthorn tree, 
We jangle, we wrangle, and we never can agree — 
But the tenour of our song goes merrilie." 

Then came the ** catch who catch can " for partners 
— perhaps the sun-worshippers capturing wives in 
the early style of social convention. 

Faster and faster went the screeching of fiddles 
and the booming of trombones, as the home-brewed 
ale took pleasant possession of heads and heels. 
Marshfield and Cold Ashton performed in audacious 
competition, while the dancing waxed merrier in the 
shifting fantastic light and shadow, in and out of 
which flew laughing faces, shock-heads, bunches of 
field-flowers — gala wear — and the bright petticoats 
of the maidens. 

" Oats and beans and barley grow. 
You and I and anyone know 
How oats and beans and barley grow. 
First the farmer sows his seeds. 
Folds his arms and takes his ease. 
Stamps his foot and claps his hand, 
And turn him round to view the land. 

Waiting for a partner. 
Open the ring and let me in 
Make haste to choose a partner." 

Miss Jane had been dancing with whoever pressed 
for the honour of her hand, when a well-known voice 
took up the refrain, and her two hands were caught 
away by a vigorous new-comer. 

" Open the ring and let me in. 
Make haste and choose a partner." 

" Promised it to myself. Mistress Jane, and off we 
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go," said Mr Baxter, who was, of course, the most 
impetuous high skipper on the green. 

Miss Jane, with her full skirt flowing elegantly, 
her nimble feet dapping over the short turf, and this 
twinkling, capering partner, excited the admiration 
of all whose breath getting a little short and throats 
dry, paused to watch and clap the performance. 

An interval occurred after a time, during which 
the pair regained their wind under a bramble bush. 

" I laid a heavy wager with myself Fd do it, 
Mistress Jane," said Tom Baxter, thumping himself 
on the chest " The triggest couple round about any 
bale fire o' the three shires, that's what I engaged 
to show 'em. Lordy, 'tis Christmas pie and sherry- 
sack to be footing it with a jimp fairy like you ! " 

" You surprised me vastly, Mr Baxter," responded 
Jane with a demure demeanour. " But I have often 
wished to thank you for the elegant sweet-bag I 
found on Valentine's Day in the Three Shires Stone. 
I did so wonder how it got there till I saw the — ^the 
motto inside. But, please, never do it again, as I 
promised sister to be very discreet." 

" Certainly not — that is, till next Valentine morning, 
for what comes between, such as Lammas and All 
Hallows', Yule-tide, and New Year, don't count, save 
for a trifle such as sugar bandboxes, harps, and the 
like the Frenchies have a knack for." 

" Oh, Mr Baxter, I've not seen you to thank since 
that terrible afflicting day when Stella was so unkind 
as to run away; not that I blame her, but I never 
shall forget it all!" 

" A sorry business ! Have you news of the lady, 
Mistress Jane." 
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" Indeed, no ; 'tis most sorrowful." 

" Lordy, now ! I wonder what I could do ? London 
is full of most horrid pitfalls and wicked rascals, and 
a young genteel female may well stand in need o' a 
true friend who would crack a skull like a walnut, 
though it stood atop o* the most modish coat in 
Lunnon town. You shall have news o* your sister 
before long, Mistress Jane. I warrant that will beat 
all the loUypops under heaven in your estimation." 

" Indeed it will ! " cried Jane. " And I think you 
are the politest gentleman I have ever met, Mr 
Baxter." 

"And now well foot it again, by your leave. I 
see youVe as spract as a tomtit, Mistress Jane. Til 
bring you news, and it won't be so long in coming 
as Cotswold barley neither, but now you've come out 
to enjoy yourself, and so have I." 

Roseia was in no mood of wild enjoyment This 
was the first, the only Midsummer's Eve without her 
Stella ; and yet further, perhaps, nearly eight months' 
love-fast had shown her that a hopeless attachment 
has a good deal of pain to set against its idealistic 
sweetness. 

She was, in fact, more inclined to look at the stars 
— her loved friends since that first evening in the 
astrologer's tower — than on the bonfire and the 
dancers. The stars and that crescent moon shone 
over the absent as well as the present, and though 
she did not know where under heaven's broad dome 
that one was who could tell her about the stars, 
perhaps they might somehow convey a message from 
her to him. It is the small and vague love gamers ; 
and the house of dreams is garnished with the richest 
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of all treasures, though the world may mistake them 
for clouds and blades of grass. 

Her reflections were dispersed by a voice out of 
wavering shadows. " Ah, well, we are made for bliss 
as well as for sorrow, and a moment like that is 
worth the waiting for, even through long years ! " 

The morning stars, or a thousand wild birds seemed 
to be singing somewhere in the bright world, for the 
sun had risen. 

" Will Miss Meredyth accept a partner ? " 

"You — is it you?" she whispered, not knowing 
that the honey-tones of exquisite joy were in the 
words. Her hand slipped into his, and he sighed, 
but did not let it go. The old mystery closed them in, 
wrapped them in its folds, drew spirit to spirit, soul 
to soul, as if they had had but one heart beating 
between them from the beginning. Content, such 
deep content filled the girl's heart; she was too 
sensitive to be unaware that she was the happier of 
the two. Still, he was there, and that sufficed. With 
all its big claims and big talk, the pathetic part 
of human nature is its satisfactions — so small they 
are! 



CHAPTER H 

THE BALE FIRE 

The man's heart could not, must not, correspond 
with the girl's irresponsible bliss. Wayward and 
reckless as he might be, honour was not a mere 
cultivated refinement of self-esteem in him as it was 
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too apt to be in the days when men talked loudly of 
it. To act on impulse means some moments to be 
soundly repented, and he was sorry in good earnest 
for having touched her — as his quick perceptions 
told him he had — ^with the rod of his own sinister 
destiny. Love for the one fair woman he had found 
of crystalline sweet purity, single-hearted in her 
passionate gentleness, flooded his whole nature — a 
sensitive one on every side, and so furthest from 
vulgar taint. He could bear, with courage disciplined 
by many stripes, to carry on his lonely way this 
additional wound and want, but he had hurt her, 
and he suffered. 

Heaven knows, Harry Alexander was but a fallible 
creature, with the vesture of his spirit yet stained 
and ragged! His rash prejudices, bitter pride, and 
lapses into the sloth of hopelessness, troubled — 
though they could not overwhelm the light and sweet- 
ness of some divine spring within him. 

But he was not a man to act with salutary harsh- 
ness. The heart pushes out tendrils that clinging 
to props of specious reasonings find their way to 
where that other heart meets them with its tender 
shoots, and so the two become as thoroughly involved 
as a couple of young rose-trees by the subtle bind- 
weed. He had framed a quaint excuse for that 
meeting, whose origin was characteristic of the man's 
impulsive generosity. There is something of the 
child in all of us, and in him it was the running 
to give, to heal with a lump of sugar feelings or 
knuckles injured through fault of his. 

"So you came to tell me about these ancestral 
jewels," said Roseia, a little doubtful and perplexed. 
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" They were held back from you by some one who 
had charge of them when you were a boy, and Mr 
Baxter contrived to recover them for you — did he 
stop a coach ? " 

" No, no ; Tom*s ambition to be illustrious on the 
road is based on certain old frolics, though I fear the 
foolish fellow has lent his name to more thorough- 
paced rascals — but never mind Tom! He chooses 
to keep his own secrets, and — ^good fellow — cares 
more for my interests than I do myself. The 
jewels are placed in the safest keeping we could 
find — in a small city church adjoining an old house 
belonging to me. 'Twas the De Oteswich town- 
house : my ancestors of that family are buried in St 
Martin's Church. We requisitioned old Sir John's 
tomb for treasury, but you need fear no ghosts, 
because he was a pious benefactor to the parisL" 

"But what have I to do with the jewels, or Sir 
John ? — ^and are you sure it is not sacrilegious ? " 

"No — a pious, ancient custom. The jewels are 
yours — yours to keep, to squander — or to leave till 
the Day of Judgment. Gift, or bequest, whichever 
you like to call it." 

" I do not understand— mine?" 

" Suppose steel, flood, or hemp to cut short my life 
it is my legacy to you ; but if I live, there is a deed 
of gift with them that makes them yours already. 
I am an outlawed man, Miss Meredyth, with few 
rights by law, so I do with my own as I may. The 
stones belong to you as much as that emerald ring 
on your little hand." 

" It cannot be ! You mock my ignorance, I am 
afraid, but I know enough to be certain that I cannot 
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accept such a gift from you, Captain Alexander, or 
wear your family jewels." 

"Are you offended? As a legacy you may take 
them, but apart from that, I dare imagine circum- 
stances in which they may be useful, while to me 
they are a mere handful of pebbles, worth far less 
than that posy in your bosom." 

" For the King ? " she asked 

" No, no — the water will not run by that mill in our 
time, if I am not greatly mistaken. But say that 
some one you love were in need, the stones have a 
value, and might spare you sorrow." 

"How wildly you imagine! Papa would see to 
that — if such a thing could be." 

" Is there no child of his with whom he is offended, 
for instance ? " 

** Ah, you mean my Stella ! " 

" You hear little of her, I suppose ? " 

" Scarcely a word. Oh, how my heart aches ! " 

" There I And you would take the shoes off your 
feet for Stella?" 

"Of course I would! But when you spoke of 
'need,' I did not picture Stella Meredyth begging 
her bread in rags. Stella can only lack what, alas ! 
I cannot give her back, and what she never would 
have flung away but for fear of a horrid false 
marriage. Mr Carmillion worships her, or he would 
not have proved himself so disinterested. Why do 
you shake your head?" 

"Did I? Well, there are some queer ups and 
downs in life. Some fortunes to-day spring up like 
Jonah's gourd, and may wither away as soon. 
Meanwhile, the casket is safe in the old knight's 
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keeping, and, should the chance arrive, I should like 
to show it to you. London and I are on distant 
terms, and yet if you should be paying a visit to 
Lady Beamish, I might be at hand. Do you stay 
there sometimes?" 

"I hope to go this summer, when papa can take 
me. There is always the chance of meeting Stella, 
you know ; and, to say the truth, I should dearly like 
to look at those jewels, only I can fancy nothing 
more improbable." 

"We shall see. The stones may be worth much 
if they dry tears of yours — but no more ugly 
prognostics! In a year or two there may come a 
day, in God's will, when you shall wear them in 
happiness, giving perhaps a thought of kindness to 
me who came into your sweet life to pass out again 
— I know not whether to say the sadder or the 
happier for that memory." 

"Sir, what do you hold me for? — a flimsy thing 
to be made happy by the glitter of some pretty 
ornaments? I take shame to myself that you can 
so judge of me ! " 

She broke off with choking voice, and turned away. 
Had he forgotten the kiss that had altered her whole 
life — could he deem so lightly of her as to suppose 
she had forgotten it ? Were men like that — regard- 
ing as a mere trifle what to a woman was a sacred 
bond ? He who had held her in his arms and kissed 
her in the one way that counts — and she, him — ^that 
he should shamefully think that he and she could 
go on living as if all that had not happened ! 

His agitated response came quickly. 

"You do not understand, and how am I to 
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explain ? I did not know there were women in the 
world like you. My dear, what I meant was that 
you must not miss a woman's natural lot There, 
at your side, will be an honelt gentleman only asking 
to worship the Rose of Meredyth for life. As for me 
— if I ask to be forgotten, God knows I shall not 
forget — only I happen to have lost the toss for 
happiness." 

"Can you teach me to forget? It is not so 
easy! But if you cannot, no more can I. What 
I have given, I have given till death ; there are 
things that cannot happen twice. Ah, don't you 
know it?" 

" My God ! what have I done ? " 

"Oh, do not take blame to yourself; it was my 
foolishness and my shame. But you may be a little 
sorry, as I think I am, that we ever met. No, I am 
not sorry ; are you ? " 

Pain — very like the deepest heart of joy — ^held him 
silent In the soft June darkness they were standing 
close together, hand clasping hand. 

" There are years and years before us," whispered 
Roseia, " and I will not believe that nothing can 
happen to bring you out of the cloud — God is good, 
and I can wait" 

" Child, you make me feel a knave ! " 

" No, you think of it wrongly. I shall be happy 
with the thought of you — is that a bold thing to say ? 
We are going to say good-bye, perhaps for years, so 
I must be quite true. And you must bid me farewell 
as you would any friend you hoped to meet again — 
one you knew would never forget you. You taught 
me a word once — you said you had learnt not to 

N 
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whimper at fate. I will not whimper either, and you 
must not be over-sorry." 

If more could have been said at that parting, 
Alexander was not the man to say it. He could 
talk well enough on occasions, but where emotions 
were concerned was as dumb as most Englishmen, 
in spite of an ancient strain of Italian blood in him, 
whence came a sudden volcanic firing up and whirl- 
wind of anger from time to time. 

Wilder and merrier waxed the music and the 
dancing in the shifting, fantastic light. 

" Rose, Rose, we thought some bogey had gobbled 
you up!" cried Dulcy, swinging out of the ring to 
catch her sister's hand. 

Drake seized the other one. " Good Lord, you are 
cold as an icicle, Roseia ! " he exclaimed with concern. 

On their way home Jane said : " I threw the rind 
of a green apple over my shoulder. Rose, and it came 
down a B. or an S. And we scattered hemp-seed, and 
ran with a hair in our shoes. And did you try your 
fortune. Rose?" 

"Yes." 

"Well?" 

" * Where there's a will there's a way.' That's my 
fortune." 

" How funny ! " remarked Dulcy. " I sowed hemp- 
seed, and something really did happen, for Francis 
crept up and *boo'd' at me over my shoulder, so I 
told him he would have to marry me." 

" Nanny says 'tis no good in the world unless the 
maidens run in their smocks," put in little Chatty. 
"They all did when she was young." 
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CHAPTER III 

INTRODUCES THE COUNTESS OF STIRLING 

Lady Beamish, in an elegant ndgligi of India 
muslin, was lounging on a sofa in her boudoir, a 
table by her side on which a tray of chocolate and 
rolls was smothered in papers, for, as she told every 
one, she was a woman of affairs. This meant that 
what attention she could spare from amusements 
was devoted to the speculations then making havoc 
in the houses of London, and not London alone, 
for by this time even the farmers were bringing up 
their leather bags of gold to empty them into the 
palms of stock-jobbers. 

The weary companion every lady of fashion had 
at her beck and call, was one moment ordered to 
sort letters, the next to try on a hat, and learn 
how ugly she looked in it. A milliner was in the 
room well supplied with modish wares and fulsome 
flatteries. Knock after knock came to the door, the 
waiting- woman or the black page running about 
with contradictory orders to the tradesmen wait- 
ing below. There were "special purchases of gold 
galoons," " most curious astronomical cards," Persian 
silks, powders and pastes, perfumes, poems, and 
what not. 

Rpseia and Jane were with their sister. 

"Rose, do try on that cream beaver with the 
silver lace and the cockety plume!" cried Myrtilla. 
"Dawson, you must look over my Mechlin lace. 
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for I shall call at the lace-chamber on Ludgate 
Hill this afternoon, to take back that monstrous 
hideous head they had the effrontery to ask forty 
pounds for. And, pray, find those lottery tickets 
that are to be drawn in Grace-Church Street 
Heavens! how becoming you look in that cocked 
satin hat, Rose ! Sifkin can make us two precisely 
alike — it will set the ton. Sifkin, if I order a couple 
you must not plague me for your money till my 
Mulberry Garden begins to pay. A Company for 
making glass bottles — well, all the world wants 
glass bottles. I might take half a dozen shares. 
The Pearl Fishery looks a likely affair, but Fishing 
for Lost Treasure more exciting ! Such fun to rake 
up a shipful of Spanish gold! I want something 
new to talk about. Here's a parcel of music you 
girls can try on my harpsichord. Dawson, why 
on earth did you not show me these samples of 
embroideries for waistcoats before? They are 
ravishing! No, send the jeweller away. I've no 
money for trinkets. Wait — ^wait — ^you are always 
in a hurry at the wrong moment. Sir Mark may 
be in a generous mood — send the man in, and tell 
Mrs Cook that if there is any fault with the curry 
to-day, black Pompey shall be beat and she put 
in the stocks. Girls, girls! wouldn't it be a frolic 
to dine at Belsize Park! The Prince and Princess 
dined and supped there last week, and Lady 
Stirling is one of the patronesses." 

"Oh, rapture!" cried Miss Jane; then for the 
benefit of the cockneys she added : " Thee do look 
peart and cleaver in that topknot. Mistress Rose." 

Enter jeweller, with costly trifles. 
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"Lud! a most entrancing pendant!" Myrtilla 
held up a sparkling cross for admiration. 

"On my lady's neck, to be sure! The Countess 
of Stirling has purchased just such another." 

" You may shut it up, then. If I don't lead the 
mode rd sooner be a frump." 

"But, as I was about to remark, your ladyship, 
as dissimilar as may be — not near so aristocratic- 
genteel. I promised myself that this was absolutely 
fit for none but Sir Mark Beamish's lady." 

"What is it Mr Pope says? *That Turks* — or is 
it Jews ? — ' might kiss and infidels adore.' " 

" Sure, sister, you would not let a turbaned Turk 
kiss it on your neck ! " cried Jane, shocked. 

"That depends, miss. Here, Dawson, give me 
another quill. I must pen a billet to the Countess 
of Stirling to say we'll meet her at Belsize House. 
Well, what now? A begging petition — a loom to 
replace? Lud ! give the creature a couple of 
shillings to drink himself merry, and send him 
packing; we want no jail fever here." 

" I thought Lady Mary's brother had been the 
last Earl of Stirling," remarked Roseia. "'Tis not 
possible you speak of his widow ? " 

"Lud, no! She is mighty rich, and is building 
the finest house in the world in Cavendish Square, 
the new square that is a-building. But His Grace 
the Duke of Chandos is erecting a much bigger 
one, and she is vastly displeased at it. I think her 
husband was out in the '15, and dares not show his 
face, and that is why the Princess won't have her 
at Leicester House — such a woful snub for her. 
They say His Majesty paid her a compliment, at 
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which the Walmoden looked as sour as kraut, 
and if it had not been in German her ladyship 
would have known how to take it, if I am not 
greatly mistaken. So now she rolls her * R's * under 
her tongue, as if she went to Court every day of 
her life." 

Roseia and Jane had the satisfaction of watching 
the Countess of Stirling step down from her glass 
Coach with four footmen in attendance, besides those 
running by the side of her six horses. Kitty had 
indeed "come to town" with the blare of brazen 
trumpets and the ringing of the bells of rumour. 
She had a new suit of manners — talked loud, 
strutted with well-assured sweep of rich silks, wore 
a great white wig tied military fashion with scarlet 
streamers, and patched and painted to excess. 
She had, moreover, through too ardent appreciation 
of rich food and foreign wines, plumped out and 
coloured more than she cared to acknowledge. 
No one could have recognised stealthy, puss -like 
Kitty Pricker, who was supposed to have been 
carried off or murdered by some of the night- 
prowling rogues about Box commons. 

Among the fashionable folk who pressed for 
tickets for her expensive parties, she had firmly 
established the myth of a left-hand royal parentage, 
hinting that she forgave "Caroline Wales" for 
spiting her because it was no secret in high 
quarters that if she chose she might set up a claim 
— but hush! She had taken warning from the 
fate of her pretended cousin over the water ! 

What Kitty lacked in beauty and wit she made 
up with infinite audacity and boundless flattery. 
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Strange to say, she had chosen her secretary and her 
companion from her own neglected family. Brother 
Ned had been so hopefully wicked a scamp that on 
her accidental discovery of him as apprentice to a 
horse-doctor, she took him into her service. Sister 
Betsy had had adventures, and was in Bridewell, 
whence Kitty was able to extract her. In spite 
of her riches, she was uncommonly pleased to procure 
two valuable attendants without salaries, and to have 
them totally dependent on her. 

'Change Alley being the temple of a mad world's 
gods, she packed Ned off to do business there, and 
Ned, sober, managed by hook or by crook to get 
together large sums of money for Ned, drunk, to 
squander. 

When, on the high terrace of Belsize House, 
Lady Beamish chattered about stocks and shares 
with the astute Kitty, it was as if a humming- 
bird had suddenly assumed the " craw, craw " of an 
old rook. 

Roseia and Jane looked on at the company — 
hooped dames, and Sir Fopling Flutters — Jane 
pronouncing them "painted noodles," while Roseia 
was watching to see if haply Stella might be among 
the gay groups. Sore at heart she was to be looking 
in that way for the dear, lovely, familiar face ! 

Presently Tracy Carmillion's elegant figure appeared 
among a bevy of ladies, but no Stella among them. 

"Lud, child, that is no novelty!" cried Myrtilla, 
whose attention she demanded, " Carmillion is to be 
seen everywhere." 

"The plaguy fellow! I protest I shall be exces- 
sively short with my gentleman if he teases me to 
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carry him in my coach ! " exclaimed Kitty. " But it 
would be like his assurance." 

In spite of the " shortness," Tracy was conveyed in 
the glass coach to 'Change Alley, after dinner. 

" Is the Palace in Cavendish Square getting forrard, 
Kitty?** Carmillion asked in his old supercilious 
manner. 

"Forrard! Tis cursed provoking how slow the 
wretches are, and I with my schemes for entertaining 
ready this month past." 

"Kitty, my dear, I wish you would tell me the 
charming story of your rise in life. I am dying to 
know the secret of it, you amazing clever jade — I 
mean angel. Come ! Tell your old comrade, Kitty — 
confess about this fancy Earl, and why the deuce 
any one believes in his existence." 

"Because 'tis a fact, I suppose. Fm the lawful 
Countess of a Scotch Earl, and he's alive, though not 
like to be seen." 

"In Bedlam?" 

"No. Over the water with the Warming-pan 
Prince." 

"What? Under attainder? But the gold, Kitty, 
the clinking brass ? " 

" La ! It took me a month to turn a few hundreds 
into a plum, and then the coin galloped in. I'm 
worth over half a million. I bought shares in a 
gold mine that don't exist, and sold 'em at 'tother 
end of the Alley for two hundred per cent I hold 
shares in the big Building Company that's building 
Chandos's house and mine ; and, do you know that 
a million sterling was made in one morning in the 
Alley ? I had a finger in that pie." 
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"The rogue was never seen again. Kitty, Kitty, 
you are shaving it mighty close." 

"Pooh! Let me alone to manage my affairs — a 
vast deal better than you manage yours, my friend ! 
Did ever a pretty fellow make such a silly fool of 
himself as you — ^running away with the Meredyth 
chit!" 

Carmillion became sulky and pettish. 

"So like a woman to throw in a man's teeth his 
damnable ruin ! " 

" I hate 'em all," said Kitty, " but most the Rose 
girl. She picked up my fan once at a Bath assembly : 
ril swear what was in her mind was — Take your 
sixpenny-farthing trash, you beggarly, humble, mean 
thing! And her fine partner smirked and bowed. 
Show me how to pay her out, and it will be a bundle 
of South Sea stock in your pocket." 

" How you women plague yourselves ! If this Earl 
of yours were to die, Kitty — or if he don't, he don't 
count — and I were free " 

"La, there! D'ye suppose I'd be burnt in the 
hand for bigamy for nothing? I mean to be the 
richest woman in Lunnon before I've done, and then 
I can pick and choose." 

" Supposing you are a widow ? " 

" Oh, there are means ! " 

" Damme, Kitty, that smells of murder ! You're a 
charming creature, but you'll hang, madam, you'll 
hang!" 

" Not before the Countess of Stirling has paid the 
world for Kitty Pricker's nips and sneers." 
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CHAPTER IV 

'CHANGE ALLEY 

Never again will the City see what it saw in the 
days of the great Bubbles of 1720. Threadneedle 
and Bishopsgate Streets were blocked with gilt 
coaches in all their lordly finery of tasselled hammer- 
cloths, wigs, nosegays, and gold lace. The stateliest 
armorial bearings in England were to be seen, and 
the masked faces of all ladies of quality. The 
daily show was as good as a visit to the play-house 
for the families of merchants whose homes were in 
the fine old houses of that central part of London. 

'Change Alley had become a pandemonium where 
the new race of stock-jobbers — crowded out of the 
Royal Exchange — ^jostled and bawled from end to 
end of the narrow street 

Just as a blob of mercury may be shaken into a 
dozen lively little balls, so, from the South Sea 
Company had started off innumerable absurd and 
fraudulent schemes, each of which captured their 
quota of dupes. 

The Prince of Wales allowed his name to appear 
as Director in a Welsh Mining Company, and 
although some few among the Ministers protested 
against this fever of speculation, it was suspected 
that even Sir Robert Walpole himself was dabbling 
in South Sea stock. 

Gowns and uniforms, velvet and corduroy, rubbed 
shoulders in that Tom Tiddler's ground, where 
sharp-faced lawyers from the Temple, as well as 
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ruddy countrymen with posies tied to their whips, 
ran to pick up imaginary gold and silver. In the 
summer of that mad year the value of all stocks at 
current prices was worth more than double the fee 
simple of all the land in the kingdom. 

Jonathans and Robbins, the two chief rivals in 
the business of collecting signatures and deposits, 
were thronged from early morning till twilight, but 
the lesser promoters prowled among the crowd, 
spending no more capital than sufficed to hire a 
table and chair, and purchase a book and ink-horn. 

Away went the thrifly savings of years, and away 
went many family properties that had scraped 
through the Civil Wars, and were beginning to look 
up again in the prosperous times of later years. 

Amid the eager gulls and crafty knaves of this 
totally novel development of investing the money 
then so plentiful, amid the bawling out of joint- 
stock companies* baits, the piping cries of ordinary 
trade went on : " Buy our fine black-cherry brandy ! " — 
** Beads from the Baltic — fine amber beads ! " — " Try 
our original Turkish snuff!" — ^** Sweet lavender, rose- 
mary, and boyslove — ^sweet fresh herbs — saffron, and 
tansy ! " — " Buy-a-broom, buy-a-broom ! " — " Good sirs, 
pray drink the finest cider and sack in town at ' The 
Rose Inn,' * London Tavern,' 'Three Kings Tavern,' 
etc., etc. 

South Sea shares were up at three hundred, and 
rising fast; buyers scrambled for them in hustling mobs 

John Meredyth, who was the guest of an old friend 
in the City, was hurled against another Gloucester- 
shire squire, whose honest crimson face looked near 
apoplexy. 
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"Ho, what? Meredyth — in the tide, hey? IVe 
turned all my good Stepney and Whitechapel 
property into South Sea stock, and Wick-in-Clover 
into the bargain. Nine sturdy youngsters to be set 
up. Portioning your pretty wenches, eh ? " 

Kitty was elbowing her way along, note-book in 
hand, when she heard the peacock screech of Lady 
Carmillion, and shook with laughing behind her mask. 

"Tread hard on her toes, Ned," she whispered 
to her brother, who was driving a thriving trade with 
square bits of playing cards sealed with wax, and 
printed "Sail Cloth Permits — Globe Tavern" — no 
signature, no security — ^and they were eagerly 
bought up. 

Mr Tom Baxter was strolling along, thinking how 
pretty a thing it would be to be at the plucking of 
so fine a flock of geese, when he spied a slim young 
person push up her lace mask for air, clap her hands 
over her ears while she cried out : " I shall be deaf, 
daft, and doited soon, I declare! Rose, Rose, I 
do believe we are lost!" 

In a twinkling Mr Baxter was bowing before his 
two goddesses. 

" On the honour of a gentleman, ladies, T.B. is in 
luck ! Take an arm — pray, condescend — this hubble- 
bubble is not fit for elegant females. Let me lead 
you to a quiet spot where rude man is less 
obstreperous." 

The girls were glad enough to accept the offer. 

"What a fortunate accident, Mr Baxter!" said 
Miss Jane, smoothing out her ruffled frills. " I was 
afraid we were lost in that squeaking, bow-wowing, 
yelping, growling pack of grown-up people." 
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" Madam, you are now as safe as if you were in a 
cradle in the ball of St Paul's." 

"Thank you, sir. I understand that everybody 
here is in a great hurry to be rich. I have two 
guineas to spend, but I think I prefer seeing what 
I buy." 

"Your good sense all over! What does the fair 
Rose of Meredyth think of this rattling London 
of ours ? " 

" I think it a terrible place to look for any one in," 
Roseia answered sadly ; " it is clearly the needle in 
the haystack." 

"But thank your stars you have seen 'Change 
Alley in its height o' lunacy — a rare sight! Yester 
morning there was a benevolent-looking gentleman 
in a lawyer's gown — hired a table, set himself down 
with a ledger, and raked in subscriptions for 'a 
Great Scheme to be revealed hereafter.' They 
flocked with their guineas. Being a modest man, 
content with a competence, as Mr Pope bids us be, 
he walked off at the end of the day, and we shall 
see him no more." 

**rm afraid he was a great cheat," said Jane 
solemnly. " I am glad I was not here, or one of 
my guineas would infallibly have gone. I should 
so have wanted to see what it could be." 

"That's because you are a bit of a philosopher. 
Mistress Jane." 

" Tell me, Mr Baxter," said Roseia, with a sudden 
hopeful idea, "how to set about finding a needle 
in this haystack?" 

" Suppose it found. Mistress Rose, and ready to be 
stuck on the lapel of your coat ? " 
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"Oh, tell me! You mean something I am sure, 
sir. Do you know where our sister is?" 

Tom nodded from one to the other. "I made 
it my business," he said with an important air, " and 
Tm not often put off with a red herring. Will you 
favour me, gentle ladies, by coming round the corner, 
as I may say, to the house of which my respected 
mother is in charge? It adjoins the church by 
the Well-with-two-Buckets. I could bring you in 
a coach from there to where Mrs Carmillion is 
living. I might add that Mrs Baxter had the 
honour of being Captain Alexander's foster-mother, 
and the house belongs to him." 

Roseia coloured scarlet, and was silent. 

"I knew you would not deceive poor girls, Mr 
Baxter ! " cried Jane. " Now, would you ? " 

" rd sooner ride to Tyburn, calling on the road at 
St Sepulchre's," declared Tom. " Captain Alexander 
would trust me with what is dearest in life to him." 

There was a glint and a glance as he said this, 
that although it did not transgress the bounds of 
respect, made Roseia drop her bright eyes, and 
experience a warm thrill at heart 

"What is the church called?" she asked quietly. 

"St Martin's Outwich, I believe." 

" We will go with you, Mr Baxter." 

Jane was as much astonished as she was delighted 
with this sudden unexpected resolution on Roseia's 
part. 

"It is quite an adventure, sister," she whispered, 
" and a reward for meaning to be discreet the whole 
time I am in London." 

" ril take you to my mother, and to Mistress Stella 
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— that bright particular star — and safe back to my 
Lady Beamish, ' as sure as God's in Gloucestershire/ " 
avowed Tom ; and the local phrase gave them great 
comfort. 

"They seem to make money grow in the city, 
as barley does with us," remarked Jane, as they 
wended their way through the quiet, shady passages 
of Austin Friars, and past the Dutch Church. ** My 
Lady Stirling, who is not beautiful or nice, but is 
vastly clever, and a great friend of Lady Beamish, 
talked of money growing money." 

" And all the barley my lady sows will not make 
crust for a goose pie at Christmas," muttered Tom, 
"unless we are to build houses standing on their 
chimblies, and wool be to grow inside the sheep's 
skin." 

They crossed the string of coaches at the " Flower- 
pot Inn," and came to the comer of Bishopsgate, 
within where stood an old church and house the 
great fire of London had spared. The well, famous 
for its pure water, was at the meeting of the roads. 
Next to the little Gothic Church, were the alms- 
houses of the Merchant Taylors Company, and on 
the other side, the gables and Tudor mouldings 
of the casemented house belonging to Harry 
Alexander. Forty years later a Renaissance church 
replaced the one that had seen the great fire, and 
now, you may seek that in vain. 

Tom pulled a bell, and the door was opened by 
a gentle, comfortable-looking woman in a mob- 
cap. On seeing Tom she smiled, and on seeing 
the two young ladies she dropped two several 
curtsies, and showed surprise. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



2o8 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

" Ladies of quality from Gloucestershire, ma*am," 
said Mr Baxter with a flourish of hand and hat. 
"Lost in the crowd by the honourable party that 
brought them. Will condescend to rest, and take 
a bite o' cake, till I fetch a fit coach to convey them 
home." 

Mrs Baxter's perplexity vanished, and she 
made them cordially welcome. Tom disappeared, 
and the housekeeper led them through a square 
panelled hall, rather dark even on a June day, 
into a parlour hung with old-fashioned arras of 
forest scenery. The heavy oak furniture belonged 
to a remote generation, and so did the pewter flagons 
and silver cups on the sideboard. 

"Prithee, sit thee down, misses, while I fetch a 
saffron cake, and a bottle o* my own cherry cordial — 
or may be this young lady would prefer a taste o' 
primrose wine. You'll please excuse it being so 
simple, but the truth is, the master rarely lodges 
here — I might say never — save when he wishes to 
be near old Sir Isaac Newton, who lives near 
Leicester Square, not far from their Highnesses the 
Prince and Princess — so Fm told — or indeed to 
look in on the learned gentlemen at Gresham 
College, who have no more learning, I may say, 
than the master himself, who has a rare taste for it" 

The soft, cheerful voice ran on glibly, and Roseia 
listened as to delightful music. 

" And you were Captain Alexander's foster-mother, 
Mrs Baxter?" she observed, fearing a break in the 
thread of the talk. 

" To be sure," was the reply, after a slight hesita- 
tion. " Yes, aye, aye ; I call him Master Harry still 
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to myself. Tm a country person, I must tell you — 
Tilehurst bom and bred — but here am I clacking, 
while you sweet young ladies are starving!" 

"Rose I" exclaimed Miss Jane, "it is more than 
an adventure — it is a treat ! " 

The good woman came back with cakes and wine 
and cherries, and soon fell into old stories of 
Harry's boyhood, and her own Tom's scrapes. 
"There! If my Tom is a bit daft at times, he 
cracked his head so many times when he was a 
lad that you can't be surprised. He's as faithful 
to his master as a good spaniel, though I say it" 

The door opened, and Harry Alexander walked 
in, followed by Tom. Jane openly expressed her 
joy at the meeting, and Alexander's sea-blue eyes 
smiled at her pleasantly. 

" Ma'am," said Mr Baxter, " this young lady would, 
I make bold to suppose, be rarely pleased by 
a sight of your patchwork quilts. As I happen to 
know that the Captain has important business to 
discuss with Miss Meredyth concerning a near 
relative of hers, I recommend you to ask the favour 
of Mistress Jane's company upstairs." 

" And I should dearly like to see the kitchen too 
— and all over the house, if you please," struck in 
Jane. 

" Jane, do not be too long," said Roseia hastily. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE CASKET IN THE TOMB 

When Roseia found herself alone with Harry 
Alexander, she felt overwhelmed with doubts of her 
own discretion, and of his reflections. 

" This lucky chance is a great honour to my poor 
old house," he said, and then, seemingly in an unquiet, 
thoughtful mood, began moving about the room, while 
Roseia sat with folded hands watching him from under 
the shade of the black and pink hat she wore, tied 
under her dainty pointed chin. 

"We were lost," she murmured, "and Mr Baxter 
brought us here." 

" Yes, I know. For you to be lost in London was 
a horrible risk; at the least you might have had a 
disagreeable fright It was a lucky chance, Tom find- 
ing you. And now — ^you remember you said you 
wished to see the trinkets ? Well, they are here, wait- 
ing for you," 

"I believe I ought to have asked him to find 
Myrtilla's coach — ^but that has only this moment 
occurred to me. Strange, how slow we are to think of 
the right thing to do ! " 

" This was the right thing — unquestionably ! You 
have not seen your sister, Mrs Carmillion, yet — that 
can be managed." 

" I am very sorry to be an undutiful daughter — if 
papa had required anything else — but it is not possible 
that I should desert my Stella. I had scarcely ever 
thought of myself before she left us, without thinking 
of her too." 
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"You must not expect to find her lodged very 
handsomely." 

" Oh, what does that matter, if she is happy ! " 

" At any rate, the sight of you will be temporary 
happiness." 

" I can do with less happiness myself if Stella has 
enough." 

" Just now I saw a starving beggar-boy gazing at 
the pies in a cook-shop. It struck me that most of 
us were in the same position regarding happiness." 

" You gave him one, I am sure ? " 

" I did — and said to the pie-man : * The poor lad 
seems to like your wares.' The man answered : * He 
ought to know the taste of them, sir, for you are the 
seventh gentleman who has treated him this forenoon.' 
So the simile failed — for I have found the pies more 
commonly snatched away." 

"We don't always deserve them," said Roseia, 
her laugh quickly toning off into gravity. 

" Yet we may be hungry — which is the main point." 

His grave eyes, easily lit up with pleasant humour, 
and strange to what is caustic or cynical, rested on 
the sweet face turned up towards his. " For you," he 
said, " apples of gold on dishes of silver — a man would 
be a fiend to harm you." 

" No one would, I think." 

" Be it so ! Now, this is the door, and this the church 
— will you come and see what the old knight guards 
for you ? " 

They entered the dim little chancel, and shut into 
the consecrated stillness, heard the distant humming 
of the busy human hive outside. 

The high pews of Queen Anne's time crowded up 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



212 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

the monuments. Sir John de Oteswich and his lady 
lay side by side in marble on an altar tomb. 

"Are these the keepers of the jewels?" Roseia 
asked, as he stooped beside this monument. " I hope 
they do not mind being disturbed." 

"See, Miss Meredyth — this carved slab has been 
made to turn on a pivot. Give me your hands — ^there 
is no black hole to frighten you — only a cedar-lined 
recess. You push — ^here is the nut, and here a 
button. Now lift out the casket, for it is yours." 

Roseia obeyed, gave her slender hands into his 
firm clasp, and raised the steel-clamped box. 

" Now, lift the lid. One key will be in your keeping, 
another in mine, for fear of accidents. You will find 
three or more trays." 

She took out a necklace with pendants^andjear-rings. 

" Those are pigeon-blood rubies," he said ; " and 
there is a pedigree diamond underneath. The deed 
of gift is here ; let it lie till you claim the trinkets. 
Understand, they are yours for any purpose you 
choose to put them to. They can be turned into 
money." 

" Except it were for King James," said Roseia, " how 
could I take such a gift ? " 

" When loyalty counts the cost it is a dead thing. 
There will be no rising for many a year to come — if 
ever. A mere revolt is throwing away lives. But 
believe me. Miss Meredyth — Rose — troublesome days 
sometimes come when least expected. Here is your 
property to be applied as you think fit. Who knows ? 
My brief candle may be blown out before you find a 
purpose for these twinkling things — but if not, it is all 
the same. Now we will stow them away again." 
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"But why do you wish to part with the jewels? 
May not you want them as much as any one else?" 

He shook his head. " Not I ! Now they are snug 
again, until you fetch them, or send Tom Baxter for 
them. I am glad you have seen my foster-mother , 
what do you think of the dear old soul ? " 

" She is an old dear." 

" Now, I want you to sit down and listen to what 
I am going to tell you." 

Roseia placed herself in a square pew, while 
Alexander leant against the De Oteswich monument. 

" I believe you must think of me as a sort of 
bat — a creature of darkness and mystery," he began. 
" I am going to let in a little light, just enough to 
frighten you with the wickedness of the world. I 
begin at the end — ^with what happened after I left 
you, brave girl, to guide the Chevalier over the hill. 
I was in the kind of temper that night when a man 
does not care a rap what happens. So much gone, 
let the rest go! — ^the shaft after the hatchet. It 
was not worth the pains to weigh, debate, shuffle 
off— when a queer bargain was offered me — my 
liberty, such as it was, for honest men's lives and 
property. A woman met me, who held those lives 
in the hollow of her hand. So I struck the barter." 

Roseia knew that " honest men " meant Jacobites. 
Almost breathlessly she echoed: "A woman?" 

"Why, yos. Now, can you guess the scheme? 
You remember the pocket-book your sister recovered 
from Chapel Plaster ? A round-robin was supposed 
to be in it ; it was not, because some one had been 
before her and filched it. In exchange for that 
paper she wanted my name. Til remind you of 
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something else — at the Rose-room supper they 
toasted Francis Drake's bride." 

" Well ? What happened next ? " 

" She and I rode to Bath, where a parson married 
us." 

"What! Married?" 

" If you count it a marriage." 

" Is she with you, sir ? " 

"God forbid! I've never seen her since that 
gabbled ceremony, and never shall be in one room 
with her, lest I should be tempted " 

"What a wicked woman — ^what a shameless 
creature! What was her object?" 

"My name happened to carry with it what she 
imagined would be of use to her. She had learnt 
it by putting two and two together cleverly." 

"Where is she?" 

" In London." 

" She will try to see you." 

" Not at all. Now you know — what do you think, 
Miss Meredyth ? Blame or " 

She buried her face, and was sobbing dryly. 

He laid a hand on her shoulder, and sighed. 

" Don't, Rose— don't ! " he implored. 

She looked up, and exclaimed : " Blame ? How 
should I blame you ? You acted nobly — my father's 
name was, no doubt, among the rest." 

"I don't see how I could help myself," he said 
simply, "there seemed no other way." 

" I think you might honestly have robbed the thief." 

"Ah, but she did not give me the chance! Of 
course if it had been a man I had to deal with, I 
should have had my knuckles in his throat" 
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" That is no marriage ! " 

" No, but it is a pretty firm legal tie." 

" Oh, the law is a pig-headed, blundering monster 
to uphold such a trick as that I I suppose you must 
always be a prisoner at the end of a chain ? " 

" There is no gainsaying that ! ** 

."Cruel — cruel! And this creature — does she go 
by your name?" 

" She calls herself Countess of Stirling." 

"Oh, is it possible! No wonder I hated her; 
her condescension seemed like an affront" 

"You and she should never breathe the same 
air!" 

"And to assume a title — adding effrontery to 
iniquity." 

"That was her object. My grandfather was the 
last Earl of Stirling — ^my father died in Marlborough's 
last campaign, and in the natural course of things 
I should have inherited, but on my seventeenth 
birthday I stabbed a scoundrel, and that was the 
end of everything." 

"A dud?" 

" No. That is all I can tell you." 

" I want to know no more. Poor boy — oh, poor, 
poor boy — only seventeen, and with no father or 
elder brother to help you! I don't care a straw 
what a stupid world thinks. I know you were right 
— or at least you could not help it Why should 
such troubles happen to you?" 

" Tm a sort of cloth the burrs stick to, I suppose. 
And now comes the parting with you. Rose." 

" Not for ever — ^no, not for ever ! " 

He took her hands, looking searchingly into her 
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face with such silent, absorbing thought that it 
seemed to age him by ten years. 

"If I had not made this bargain/' he said 
presently, "I could not have asked your father to 
give you to me. I was not master of my fate after 
I killed a rogue, and ran away to escape standing 
my trial." 

"Was not that a mistake?" 

" No, it was perfectly deliberate. I had no choice — 
and the world regards me as a dishonoured man. 
Rose, at Heralds College there is my — our old 
escutcheon with a blot on the shield." 

"Ah!" She shivered, and sighed. 

" So now you know all I must tell you. But that 
legal bondage is no wedlock. Rose — ^you said it your- 
self — ^and there are other countries besides England." 

Their eyes met, and he saw that she did not 
understand him. 

"Come with me, Roseia." 

She drew away her hands. " You know I cannot." 

"You might. I love you." 

"Would you [break my heart with shame, then?" 

"No — no — there would be no shame!" 

"You know better." 

"The bond between us is for life." 

"Yes; only one thing can break it — dishonour — 
not death." 

" You shall do what you please with me ; but what 
a coil! Sweet, I have spoilt your life." 

"Never mind! Here is my hand with my heart 
in it, but we have to say good-bye." 

She took him by the hand, and they walked slowly 
out of the little building together. 
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At the door she looked back. "In spite of the 
sorrow," she said, " I love this dear, little, old church. 
I shall think of it as a locket with the picture of you 
shut up in it. May God bless you ! — ^you have saved 
my father's life, and been good to me." 

She scarcely knew what she meant by the last 
words, but dimly knew that she was under the spell 
of a great personal ascendency, " the only fact worth 
considering," and seemed — only he did not know — 
to be mistress of herself only by his chivalrous 
submission. 

" You must forget me ! " he broke out passionately ; 
" I will not cast a shadow over your whole life ! " 

"I have just one little thing to say," she half- 
whispered. " When you partly remember and partly 
forget, do not say to yourself that I was very easily 
won. Perhaps I was: I seem to have known you 
always. There is shame in my heart, and yet no 
shame, for if I were in Heaven to-night, I should 
feel just the same for you — I should only wish to 
watch over you. Can you understand? I don't 
think I do, but you are wiser. Love gives us no 
choice, it comes just as it chooses — in a moment or 
through years." 



CHAPTER VI 

HOW STELLA WAS FOUND 

Jane was enjoying herself inspecting domestic 
treasures, and assisting to make a cherry-pie, while 
Mr Baxter rendered himself agreeable with light and 
easy chat. 
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"Lordy, Mistress Jane!" he broke out suddenly, 
" rd smack down ten guineas to be off on a jaunting 
spree to-day — Goody, of the party for Bon-Ton, eh, 
ma'am ? Up the river, say now, to eat buns at Don 
Saltero's, or to view a pretty pat-to with the bull- 
dogs at Hockley Bear-garden, such game fellows, 
'twould delight you." 

" Prithee, Tom ! Pray, excuse the wild fellow, 
miss, for making so free," exclaimed Mrs Baxter, 
shaking a flour dredger at her son. 

" Now, Goody, you know that my heart is ever a 
cushion for the foot o' Beauty, and the ladies o* Sothem- 
wood — pick o' the pottle as they be — command my 
most respectful service. But such a sparkie-spirited 
young gentlewoman as Mistress Jane ought to be 
treated to the best in Lunnon town. There's a sweet 
affair to be seen next Friday at Hockley-in-the-Hole, 
if so be you could dodge it, ma'am — ^a combat between 
two females. Just listen." 

He produced a printed paper from a pocket and 
read: 

'' ' I, Elizabeth Wilkinson of Clerkenwell, having had some 
words with Hannah Hyfield, and requiring satisfaction, do 
invite her to meet me on the stage and box with me for a 
guinea, each woman to hold half a crown in her hands, and 
the first to drop the money to lose the battle.' 

" There's fine sport ! 

" ' I, Hannah Hyfield of Newgate Market, hearing of the 
resolution of Elizabeth Wilkinson, will not fail, God willing, to 
give her more blows than words, desiring home blows and from 
her no favour.' 

" Think o' that ! But there, may be 'tis too rough for 
your daintiness, and you'd sooner eat marchpane at the 
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Lodge in Hyde Park I I know your modish diversions 
— Pve watched the beauties enjoying China oranges 
and cheesecakes, and romping as merry as sand-boys 
in the Park." 

"Yesterday we were at Mr Winstanley's famous 
Water Theatre in Piccadilly," said Miss Jane. •* We 
saw sea-deities, nymphs, and mermaids sporting in 
cascades of water and fountains of flame. Pm sadly 
afraid it was neither more nor less than witchcraft, 
and I trust we may be none the worse of it, but it 
was vastly entertaining. All night London seemed 
to be • buzz-buzzing,* * boom-booming * in my poor 
ears, and those fiery waterfalls dancing in my poor 
eyes." 

"I should be affrighted to see such doings," 
protested Mrs Baxter, "and there's no saying what 
things do take place in this big city — magic, Fll be 
bound!" 

Tom started off on a ditty concerning a last 
journey up the "Heavy hill" to Tyburn, while he 
acted an imaginary fiddle accompaniment : 

" * His cap had a new cherry ribbon to tie it, 
The maids to the doors and the balconies ran. 
And cried, *' Lack-a-day, he's a proper young man ! ** ' 

" Lordy, if only I had my flute handy ! " 

But there was to be no fluting then. There was 
a hackney coach to be fetched in which the two 
girls, attended by Mrs Baxter and Tom, must start 
on their way to Villiers Street Strand, where Stella 
was lodging. Captain Alexander ordered thus, but 
did not think fit to accompany them. 

John Evelyn had lived in that street, and Sir 
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Richard Steele followed after, but at the sign of 
the ** Peas in Pod " — houses not then being numbered 
— they found a poor, pointless little house on the 
sunless side^ O. 

The elderly woman who opened the door and 
peered at them across a chain with suspicious eyes, 
seemed to the country lasses, used to wholesome faces, 
both grim and begrimed. She showed them up a dark 
staircase, and hustled them into a hot, shabby little 
parlour, angrily banging-to the open casements with 
mutterings about ** dust getting into her furniture." 

There was a cry of amazement and utter joy, and 
Stella herself flew into their arms, to hug, kiss, and 
weep over these darlings from her lost paradise. 

But was this china-white slip, with dulled hair, 
and cheap, careless dress, their lovely Stella? The 
lustrous, great blue eyes were sunk in shady hollows, 
blue veins visibly straying about the temples, cheeks 
fallen away ! She had but just passed her eighteenth 
birthday, and was a sight to strike anguish into the 
hearts that loved her. 

The three sat together on a little sofa, Stella's arms 
round the others' necks. 

How airless, how squalid the room appeared ! 
On the floor lay a cup-and-balL Stella had been 
playing with the toy when they came in ; it seemed 
a last touch to the dreary loneliness, and tears began 
to rain down Jane's cheeks. 

A bulfinch in a common little cage piped a note 
or two of enquiry. 

"You are panting with the heat, Stella," said 
Roseia. " I shall open the windows again." 

"Mrs Walker treats me as if I were two years 
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old. Oh, girls, girls, I am crazed at the sight of 
you — crazed with happiness ! " 

The poor child broke into a passion of tears and 
sobs, burying her face in her crumpled muslin apron. 

" Talk about home, and the trees, and the children, 
and the dogs, and — oh, I could kiss an old door- 
mat if it came from Sothemwood ! " she cried 
between her sobs. 

"Stella, have you been ill?" Roseia asked chokingly. 

"Yes, very ill, for two months. It seemed so 
strange that none of you should know. Mrs Walker 
was not unkind, though you would not think it. 
Does papa ever speak of me ? " 

" If he knew — if he would but see you ! " 

"Mrs Blanchard used to tell us we must drink 
as we brew — do you remember? Rose, you are 
the loveliest girl in London, as well as the nicest. 

" * Ah, friend, to dazzle let the vain design, 

To raise the thought and touch the heart be thine, 
That charm shall grow, while what fatigues the Ring, 
Flaunts and goes down an unregarded thing.' 

" Do you remember learning that ? I say over the 
poetry I learnt by heart lest I should forget it. I 
have one little book — I bought that, and my bullie, 
when I had some money. You don't know how 
tame he is — my bullie — ^he sits on my shoulder and 
kisses me. I was so afraid they might forget him 
when I was ill. Oh, how could you come away from 
home in July? Are the dog-roses over? — and the 
* moons' in the fields? — were there many pretty 
maids in May ? I did not see one primrose this year, 
and only one bunch of cowslips I begged from some 
one who brought them in from the country." 
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Jane was in a fixed stare of consternation — silent, 
for a wonder. 

"Where do you take the air, Stella?" Roseia 
asked. In her deep commiseration she hardly knew 
where to begin. She could not trust herself to ask 
after Tracy — it seemed too much to bear — the bare 
suspicion that he had deserted his wife. 

" I go into the garden of Durham House. I used 
to go up to the great Piazza before my illness, and 
once I dressed up Martha Walker in my clothes, and 
took her with me to St James's Park to taste milk 
fresh from the cow again, and to breathe the cow's 
breath. Tell me — has Dulcy grown ? — and has Chatty 
all her second teeth by this time ? Jenny, did you mind 
the bantums ? Oh, Rose ! I often think of the linen 
chair-covers you and I were working with sweet peas 
and columbine — and I shall never finish my part ! " 

"Show me your chamber, Stella,'* said Roseia. 
"IVe so much to say — Jane, stop and talk to the 
bird, there's a good girl! Or run down and see 
if Mrs Baxter tires of waiting." 

Directly they were in the other dull little room, 
Roseia put her hands on her sister's shoulders, and 
said : " Stella — Stella — what does this mean ? Where, 
in heaven's name, is Mr Carmillion ? " 

Stella's face quivered, and her eyes fell, but with 
a light air she replied : " His morning work being 
over he will probably be taking the air in the Ring ; 
he will dine, very likely, at Pontacks, where the enter- 
tainment is excellent — take tea at Mrs Siam's India 
house, and go to the opera afterwards; finish up 
with picket or basset at White's — for he is a very fine 
gentleman, you must know." 
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" And what do you see of him, child ? " 

" You see what I am, Rose, a weak wretch — always 
tired. I could not go into company. Tell me. Rose, 
are you to marry Francis Drake ? " 

"No, indeed! The good fellow has gone into 
Devonshire, and there is an end to that notion." 

" How lucky you are I If Mr Dennys had been 
so amiable, all my troubles would have been spared 
— 'not that I mean to make a fuss — My goodness I 
who can that be ? A visitor ? I never see company 
— but 'tis a strange voice." 

" Speaking to Jane. Shall we go back ? " 

In the parlour was Jane with her chin in the air, 
coldly polite to a quality dame in the extreme of the 
fashion. The room reeked of " the princely perfume " 
and bergamot ; it seemed to be filled with the hooped 
skirts a-glitter with tinsel trees, that stuck out widely 
from the lady's large hips. A voluminous white wig, 
under a cocked hat, was tied half-way down her 
back, and under the double chin were billows of rich 
lace and yards of Indian gold chains. The ruddled red 
and white face was decked with court plaster dogs 
and monkeys no bigger than a finger-nail. 

Of all places, to find Lady Stirling here! The 
shock sent the blood to Roseia's face, and then left 
her pale. She dropped a stiff curtsy, and remained 
silent, while Stella had to submit to taps on the 
cheek with a long-handled fan, and the lad/s air 
of familiar condescension. 

Betsy Pricker stood at the door, servile and sly, 
with a fund of sneers and jeers preparing to make 
Kitty laugh. She was more like the Kitty of old 
than " Lady Stirling " herself, who rattled on as she 
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had learnt to do since storming the world as a lady 
of quality. 

"Lud, my dear soul, what a strange hole you 
have immured yourself in ! Now they make us wear 
heels like sixpence, I swear I could scarce accomplish 
your stairs, and my dress hoop stuck fast Tm 
dressed for a breakfast, I must tell you — lud, the 
hours we keep now! I wagered Td rummage you 
out, you dear creature — but who'd have thought! 
This comes of eloping with an expensive spark, for 
what's a secretary's salary when all's told ! I've just 
been quarrelling with my exchange woman, who 
cooled her heels for two hours before I was able to 
see her — not a pair of green silk stockings to be had, 
forsooth, with the right gold clocks. A woman of 
ton to be seen without 'em — to match an eggs-and- 
spinach silk i la mode\ *Tis a sheer impossibility. 
Drat you, says I, for a dolt, d'ye take me for a 
female huckster wheeling a gin truck? All very 
well if a poor creature like Betsy there, was in 
question, but with a long purse, when money is no 
object, I take it hard not to be served as I require. 
I'm a good-natured puss, as the play says — take 
me on the right side, though, and I am come 
out o' my way by the length of your filthy street to 
bring you a ticket for my famous bal masqui on the 
eighteenth. 'Tis amazing ill-usage that my own 
mansion in Cavendish Square is behind hand. With 
my large acquaintance I find myself odiously cramped 
in Berkeley Square; to be sure. Lady Beamish is 
content, but then a knight's dame escapes my tire- 
some obligations." 
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" Tis too far from Leicester House, to be sure," 
put in Jane in her youthful treble. 

Lady Stirling turned upon her with subdued 
ferocity. " I heard that my Lady Beamish was 
turning off her waiting-woman for being plain and 
awkward," she said smoothly. "Pray, tell her with 
my compliments that you need not apply for my 
second place, because 'tis bespoke by a genteel young 
person, cousin to a person of quality." 

" Miss Jane Meredyth has the honour of remarking 
that she is sorry for the young person," returned 
Jane imperturbably. 

"Lud, what a mistake I have made! I ordered 
my secretary to despatch tickets to you young ladies. 
Here's is yours, my dear soul ; pray, don't run into 
frantic expense for my gala — a pretty elegant 
shepherdess would become you, and an Indy domino 
till supper. Tracy has his ticket ; he's a tame cat 
who don't count, you're aware. I wouldn't do you 
the injustice to invite you with your husband — ^bring 
a friend to attend you, and enjoy yourself. Pontack 
asks seven shillings a bottle for his French wines, 
but I wouldn't drink the stuff. At Wills and White's 
'tis ten, and that is my mark. I own you'd be put 
to it to find as good in all Lunnon. Now I must 
positively be skipping — I don't expect to meet a single 
commoner at my breakfast Betsy, precede me; 
if I tumble down, I shall need you to fall on. Stella, 
my chuck, you may come to my house to be dressed 
by my second woman on the eighteenth, but it must 
be early. Ta-ta." 

" In my opinion, a piece of monstrous vulgarity ! " 
quoth Miss Jane, when the visitors were gone. 

P ^ 
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Stella was on the point of tearing up the gilt ball 
card, when she changed her mind. "If you go, 
Rose," she said, " I might consider " 

" No ! " Roseia hastened to exclaim. " That is not 
a woman to have anything to do with. She is no 
friend for you, Stella, she is a thoroughly bad woman. 
We ought to go now — indeed we must. If we can 
come again, Stella, of course we will. If Myrtilla 
invites you to her house, could you come ? " 

Stella negatived that with a forlorn motion, and 
they parted sorrowfully. Jane whispered to her as 
she went out : " My birthday present to you is in the 
little chany cup on the mantel-shelf, Stella. I am 
so glad I did not spend it on rubbish." 

Tracy Carmillion's wife cried over the two golden 
coins she found in the cup, and wished she could 
keep them as too good to be spent, but alas! she 
could not afford that luxury. 



CHAPTER VII 

KITTY'S PROGRESS 

The fly in the ointment to the successful Kitty was 
Leicester House — the only real Court at the time — 
being barred to her pretensions. 

Looking about for a lever to hoist her up, it struck 
her that an alliance with the Honourable Mrs 
Alexander would meet her views. She studied that 
lady with the perspicacity she had trained behind 
Lady Carmillion's back, and without coming to 
speaking distance discovered her weaknesses. She 
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was vain of her past beauty, a stickler for propriety, 
who suspected the worst of other women, and a 
collector of Oriental monsters of approved frightful- 
ness. 

While Mrs Alexander and Lady Carmillion had 
been card-table allies in Bath, she remembered an 
incident that might possibly be turned to account 
Mrs Alexander had in possession the Stirling family 
jewels, and seldom appeared without the famous 
parure of pigeon-blood rubies. It was commonly 
said that all the affection she had to bestow was 
fixed on those jewels. 

Suddenly they disappeared, and after a week's 
illness, the lady emerged without them, more schooled 
and reticent even than she had been before — without 
a word to explain a robbery that had excited the 
whole of her clique. Lady Carmillion had then 
busied herself in spreading it about that the outlawed 
son had robbed her — ^that rogue who had been 
reported dead, but was in reality one of the Pretender's 
most infamous spies. To be sure, Mrs Alexander 
had no right in the world to the jewels ! 

That was a clue of which Kitty had made use, 
picking poor Tom Baxter's brains afterwards in a 
way he little suspected. He bragged of the Captain 
as by no means the empty pocket cavalier folks might 
suppose ; and when Kitty slyly conjectured, " Family 
jewels to sell ? " he burst into a knowing fit of 
laughter. She thought covetously of those rubies 
when she was established in London ; and yet would 
have handed them over to Mrs Alexander to wear, 
if she had them, so as to advance one step nearer 
to the Princess of Wales. The illustrious Caroline 
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had a leaning towards the old Jacobite families, and 
could hardly refuse to receive the Countess of 
Stirling presented by her mother-in-law. 

While the gall of disappointment flavoured Kitty's 
social cup, she fled for consolation to champagne laced 
with Nantz brandy. Though Mrs Alexander was a 
keen-eyed woman, she flattered herself that neither 
she, nor even Lady Carmillion, of whom she was more 
afraid, could recognise the meagre companion in the 
lady of quality. 

"A flying jaunt to an India House," where tea 
was drunk and Oriental wares sold, "was reckoned 
one of the dashing gaieties of a fine lady's life." Mrs 
Siam's in St James's Street was the most fashionable 
of these resorts for shopping and gallantry, and 
Mrs Siam was Kitty's fast friend. In her she 
confided — ^just as much as she wished other people 
to know; and she had arranged a party, in com- 
bination with Lady Beamish, for the day after her 
visit to poor Stella — a party which was to work 
wonders. 

She arrived early for the purpose of initiating 
Mrs Siam, who loved a plot, and knew a vast number 
of compromising secrets in her world. Presently a 
gorgeous chair was set down at the door, and out 
stepped a small, slight, middle-aged woman very 
richly dressed, wearing a discreet satin hood with 
lappets instead of a hat There were the distinct 
remains of very fair Dresden-china prettiness in her 
small face, but its remarkable feature was the pair 
of strange light-blue eyes looking as if the colour 
had been blanched out of them by some bad shock. 
You may see the effect in the strained faces of 
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shipwrecked persons who have drifted day and night 
on the open sea. 

A thin high-bred voice addressed the subservient 
Mrs Siam. 

"Well, Siam, you may show me these vaunted 
monsters of yours, I ordered my chair betimes on 
purpose ; but I assure you that if they are not more 
than common grotesque, I will have nothing to say 
to them. Your prices have become so shocking 
that I warn you, you may drive your best customers 
elsewhere." 

"La! but indeed, milady, these are the very 
sweetest loves — ugly as sin — three foot high, and 
most charmingly deformed! But since your lady- 
ship did not look in yesterday, as I made bold to 
petition, I protest I was never more distressed. 
But one of my choicest ladies — the Countess of 
Stirling — did so press to purchase, that alack — 
Well, here they be, madam." 

A couple of squat heathen gods sat and grinned 
side by side, with cynical viciousness, in a post of 
honour. 

"Sold? sold? Why, what price had you the 
unconscionableness to ask, Siam? Upon my word, 
I think you might have given me the first look at 
these odd monsters! *The Countess of Stirling' 
must have a long purse." 

"La, to be sure she has that, and a pretty taste 
in oddities. But I do believe if she only knew your 
honour's fancy for these idols " 

Mrs Alexander continued to gaze covetously 
through her glasses at the fascinating demons. 

"Oh la! if here isn't her ladyship!" cried Mrs 
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Siam with well-simulated surprise, as Kitty rustled 
out from behind an Indian screen in all her well- 
considered finery. 

Mrs Alexander stared with icy disdain in her 
curious, blanched, blue eyes. 

"I ask your ladyship's pardon most humbly,*' 
Kitty bleated respectfully. "I happened to over- 
hear Mrs Siam, and the bare thought of disappoint- 
ing the Honourable Mrs Alexander distresses me to 
that degree, that if she will allow me " 

"You have the advantage of me, madam." 

"Pray walk in here, ladies," struck in Mrs Siam. 
" Milady would not for the world affront an honour- 
able lady she esteems so high There ! the business 
will soon be set right." 

Mrs Alexander allowed herself to be gently urged 
into a small tea-room, the object of her mingled 
aversion and curiosity following on her steps. She 
turned a full frosty stare on the wretch. 

" Madam, permit me to ask — Who are you ? " 

With one ringed hand on her ample bosom, Kitty 
sighingly replied : 

" Alas ! madam, I have the misfortune to be your 
son's wife — wedded for my money — deserted immedi- 
ately — regarded with jealousy in the highest quarters 
on account of my birth— semi-royal, as doubtless you 
may have heard whispered — and ambitious of your 
countenance, madam. Sure, to regard you as a 
mother, with your sweet, youthful looks, would be im- 
possible ! But as for those monsters — if you will kindly 
deign to accept them, you'll make me your obliged." 

She noted the fact that Mrs Alexander winced at 
mention of her son, and wondered if the frightened 
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shrinking, in which her hauteur fell away, meant, 
what it looked like, guilt 

" The gentleman you name is not in England — ^if 
he should be yet living," the lady said. "I should 
require more than your mere word for this marriage. 
I fear you may be a very impudent female." 

"Oh, madam! here is my marriage register — ^if 
you will take the trouble to inspect the paper." 

" In Bath ? Bath ! I have surely seen you before ? " 

" Never, madam ! " 

Kitty composed her countenance with the art of a 
good mimic, to be as unlike Miss Pricker as possible, 
and gave an extra roll to the R's. 

"I am invited to a dish of tea with my Lady 
Beamish," she went on, " but if the Honourable Mrs 
Alexander don't choose I should be of the same 
party with her, why. Til send for my people and 
order my coach round. The tea — I've bought the 
box myself — is of special orange-tip pekoe, made 
only for the Emperor of China." 

"It is not in my province to lay down rules for 
your conduct, ma'am, so long as you do not " 

"Disgrace your noble family, were you going to 
say, madam ? Oh, if you could look into my bosom ! 
If the aristocracy, indeed, were as strait-laced as the 
commonalty, where should we be ? But I was ever 
known for my discretion. I have been termed a 
prude, in fact" 

"Indeed? I shall not be wholly wrong, perhaps, 
if I suggest that one inducement in this marriage of 
yours — if it be a marriage — was to obtain possession 
of— the family jewels ? That, and to become a lady 
of rank '•' 
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"What, madam? You suspect me of hording 
those priceless rubies which so well became you, as 
I have heard ! Oh, no ! I would I might prove the 
sincerity of my professions by restoring them to you, 
dear madam." 

" Where are they ? " Mrs Alexander asked stiffly. 

" Heaven only knows ! What do you think of a 
goldsmith's strong box, ma'am ? Your noble family 
must have had dealings with some banker." 

" Martin of Goldsmith's Row. But I don't question 
but that the jewels have been squandered to fill the 
Pretender's purse." 

" I fancy not, ma'am." 

" Pray, can you tell me anything of an old mansion 
adjoining the comer church of Bishopsgate Within ? 
— an ancient town house belonging to the family, 
as no doubt you know." 

" I know little indeed — ^since the Earl deserted me 
soon after our marris^e. Ah, ma'am, you are not a 
woman to see injustice done — your candour is too 
well known ! Give me leave to despatch the chany 
monsters to your house, and I shall understand that 
my fondest hopes are fulfilled — you acknowledge in 
me an obedient, devoted child, though in looks 'tis 
'tother way altogether." 

Mrs Alexander took advantage of the rippling 
sounds of laughing and talking, which were just now 
heard through the silken draperies, to abstain from 
answering; but her silence was enough for Kitty, 
who, with the gleam of victory in her sidelong gaze, 
stepped majestically out in the rear of the trim, stiff 
figure of her mother-in-law. 

Lady Beamish, with a fluttering bevy of belles and 
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beaux, had arrived. With her came Roseia, feeling 
desperately unhappy — far more on Stella's account 
than her own — and Jane, all agog for new delights. 
Myrtilla had lamented for two minutes her inability 
to do anything for Stella, and had immediately added 
that she was in no mind to adopt Mr CarmilHon's 
obligations. 

Kitty was in her glory. She took care that all the 
company should observe the good terms she was on 
with her husband's mother, and a good deal of 
murmured curiosity, conjecture, and laying down of 
law went on. " Had the fellow really run away, after 
murder and robbery? Was he attainted of high 
treason, or only felony ? Could his wife bear the title 
under the mysterious circumstances ? Was it his first 
wife he murdered ? Oh, no ! Much worse — his own 
uncle, or at least a confidential friend of the family." 

Kitty stuffed the embroidered pockets with 
expensive sweets and packets of choice scent, 
ladled out flatteries as she did syllabub, and sent 
the guests home as pleased as so many greedy 
children. A profusion of gilt cards of invitation 
were given to brother Ned to distribute. 

"Ned" — she addressed the unwholesome youth 
upon whose sharpness she placed great reliance — 
"Ned, if you don't make good use of the oppor- 
tunities of my great gala, I'll give you the sack. 
Up to supper-time you shall don white cap and 
apron and serve the company. Between a dish o' 
chocolate and a rout cake they dispose of their 
nearest relations' characters, and after a cool tankard 
will let out enough to hang themselves. You are 
not to get drunk till half-past three." 
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Ned managed her stables, and made an excellent 
spy. When Alexander was in town, he was told 
off to dog his steps, and one evening in the previous 
February his patience was rewarded by a singular 
little discovery. A light in the church by the Well- 
with-two-Buckets attracted his attention. He climbed 
up with a lump of toffy in his mouth, broke a quarrel 
pane quietly, removed it by means of the sticky 
sweet, and peeped through. He saw two men poking 
about an old tomb, with sundry tools and pieces of 
wood. 

In Tom Baxter's eyes the business of making a 
cedar-wood nest for the strong box was a whimsical 
fancy, yet he helped with a will when he thought 
of the dainty fingers that might touch it On the 
following Sunday morning the sedate citizen congrega- 
tion were excited by the entrance of a quality dame, 
in a modish velvet mask, who was ushered into a 
front pew by a beadle of tufts, gold staff, and cocked 
hat She sat and nodded approbation as twelve 
venerable relics, stored in the alms-houses next 
door, toddled up to the same sumptuous official for 
a dole of bread ; and then she inspected the monu- 
ments, and slid a shilling into the waiting hand. 

On Sir John de Oteswich's tomb her sharp eyes 
espied a fresh chip in the stone, and a tiny ringlet 
of cedar-wood caught on the knight's sword hilt 

Another pious bequest belonging to that church — 
namely, of faggots to bum heretics with — ^had been 
n^lected of late years. Kitty would joyfully have 
seen all her relations burning on those faggots to 
have known for certain if that marble pair had a 
treasure in their keeping. 
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She found that Mr Martin of Goldsmith's Row had 
not, by the simple expedient of taking a sealed box 
of stones to him, to be stored " with the other." He 
had nothing in his charge belongfing to his ancient 
clients, which settled that point Kitty profusely 
apologised for having, as she said, "mistaken her 
instructions," and left the chips of freestone with 
due solemnity. 



CHAPTER VHI 

HOW THEY MET AT BELSIZE HOUSE 

" Kitty Prickers "—otherwise adventuresses — ^were 
so rare in those exclusive days that milady Stirling 
had the better chance of being received at her own 
valuation from sheer igjnorance of the capabilities 
of impudence combined with money. That year 
of frenzy, moreover, set society reeling and rocking 
under the sudden acquisition of wealth not yet 
proved fairy gold, with a future of dead leaves. 

So, when it was reported that Kitty's gala was 
to be positively the most modish, expensive occasion 
of the season, almost all " the town " began to 
demand or intrigue for invitations. Those who 
abstained were some few great people to whom 
noblesse oblige meant something, and who were shy 
of the peeress not known at Leicester House. 

Under the sad disadvantage of having no chart 
of trans-Atlantic profusion before her, Kitty was 
forced to put up with a mere exaggeration of the 
elegance learnt from the French Court; the one 
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feature of congenial vulgarity consisting in the scene 
being a public place of amusement. 

She had taken pains to exclude one individual 
— Lady Carmillion ; for, although she would have 
enjoyed dragging her at her chariot wheels, and 
crunching her very bones beneath them, she was 
too prudent to risk recognition. 

But Lady Carmillion was not to be baffled in 
such a cause. She would certainly have forced her 
way in without a ticket, but it happened that some 
invited guest fell ill, and she was able to buy her 
card from the waiting-woman for an old hat, and 
a scarlet satin petticoat. 

In the April of that year, the proprietor of Belsize, 
jocularly known as "the Welsh Ambassador," pub- 
lished an advertisement which had the effect of 
making the Hampstead resort fashionable : 

" These are to give notice that Bellsize is now open'd for the 
whole Season, and that all Things are most commodiously 
concerted for the Reception of Ladies and Gentlemen. The 
Park, Wilderness, and Gardens, besides being wonderfully 
Improved, are fill'd with a variety of Birds which compose 
a most Melodious and Delightsome Harmony. Every morning 
at seven a Clock the Musick begins to play, and continues the 
whole Day through and any Persons inclined to walk and 
Divert themselves in the Morning may as cheaply breakfast 
there on Tea or Coffee as in their own Chambers. . . . For 
the security of his guests there are 12 stout Fellows completely 
arm'd to patrole betwixt London and Bellsize to prevent the 
Insults of Highwaymen or Footpads." 

Myrtilla's party, including Mr Meredyth and Mr 
Trotman, who had come to town together, filled 
two coaches. All the men carried pistols, in case 
the twelve stout fellows might not prove sufficient 
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against the perils of a dark ride back from 
Hampstead. 

Roseia had tried her best to escape being the 
brazen wretch's guest, but no excuse was accepted. 
She had sent all the money she could honestly spare 
to Stella, with a caution against making use of Lady 
Stirling's card, adding: ''Dear sister, she is a bad 
woman, have no dealings with her. I know of her 
worse than I dare write, or may say." 

Never had the gay throng seen such a galaxy of 
coloured oil-lamps as delighted the eyes of Kitty's 
guests on that eighteenth of Aug^ust, nor imagined 
such reckless expenditure. Kitty had spared no 
pains to supervise the details of the gala, and worked 
sister Betsy so hard over them, that the creature 
went through the festivity smiling with a bad bilious 
headache. 

" Is this Kitty Pricker?" the centre of all this show 
asked herself, as she stood all glittering with gold 
and precious — or rather precious — stones, waiting for 
the company, and watching the running to and fro 
of a host of servitors. " Kitty — ^who was kicked out 
into the world with only her wits to help her ! " 

Then came the hubbub of arriving coaches, and 
the shaking out of gorgeous apparel ; curtsies, bows, 
showers of compliments, the chatter of many voices, 
and the burst of dance music. Kitty revelled in the 
astonishment of her guests, and showed her gratifica- 
tion in " becks and nods, and wreathed smiles." 

All of a sudden came the uprearing of the skeleton 
at the feast — almost a veritable skeleton, for Lady 
Carmillion, who advanced prancingly cackling her 
admiration and delight, seemed to be held together 
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merely by whalebone and paint Lady Stirling 
swelled with indignant surprise, and looked as unlike 
Pricker as possible. She acknowledged the unbidden 
guest with chilling hauteur, and abruptly turned 
shoulder on her ; but she could do better than that, 
for, catching sight of the Honourable Mrs Alexander, 
she elbowed past Lady Carmillion with a supercilious 
"Pray, make way," and with both jewelled hands 
extended, met and welcomed the favoured new 
arrival. 

Mrs Alexander seemed quite rejuvenated; her 
transparent eyes were bright, her carriage sprightly, 
her dress fit for the Court of the Princess of Wales. 
On her neck and beautifully dressed hair glowed a 
profusion of magnificent rubies. Right and left 
flew the whispers, " The famous Stirling rubies — got 
'em out of pawn with a lucky hit in the Alley for a 
wager — Cat out o' the bag — Kitty's money — She 
is positively the Countess of Stirling, or has bribed 
the dowager. Lay you ten guineas Kitty will be a 
widow within the year — lay you twenty she never 
was a wife — done ! — The young scamp died in Holland 
six years ^o — no, no— was with the Pretender till 
two years since, when he got killed in a brawl in 
Paris." 

Kitty was pronounced a hostess of much savoir 
fatrey and passably personable — too purple - florid, 
and redundant in flesh, to be sure, just a snack 
of the obsequious waiting-woman in her flatteries — 
but who would be severe on the giver of such a 
noble entertainment? It was rumoured that she had 
given six guineas for one haunch of venison. Bands 
were playing in nooks all over the place, as well as 
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inside the house; there were basset tables, and all 
manner of gaming facilities, and the company soon 
b^an to scatter according to inclination. There 
was the noisy putting into lotteries, and the noisier 
drawing out The dominoes flitted like moths about 
the grounds, losing their way in couples, uttering 
the spite of their hearts behind the disguise, 
whispering stale gallantries, or piping -hot love, 
sometimes into the wrong ear. 

The height of the mode was to do Spring-heel'd Jack 
over the ropes of conventionality, on these occasions, 
and there was always the rowdy contingent to teach 
the populace how to behave as English gentlefolk. 

Lady Beamish's butterfly clique had become 
wearisome to Roseia, who had no part nor lot in 
their futilities. "You'll frighten all your adorers 
away, child," complained Lady Beamish, and Roseia 
had lightly retorted : " I wouldn't hurt the poppets 
for the world, they are so pretty to look at." 

The poor "poppets" of that generation had not 
a single manly virtue expected of them, but doubt- 
less some among them could not wholly eradicate 
the simplicity upon which an Englishman has to 
foist his foppery. 

Myrtilla, surrounded by her butterfly crew, in a 
bubble of chatter went from one attraction to another. 
Roseia and Jane walked close behind on either side 
of Sir Mark. Miss Jane pronounced the scene less 
fun than blind man's buff*, though she gaped with 
admiration at the twinkling coloured lamps and 
the fashionable crowd. 

An orange-tawny domino passed by, his head very 
close to the head of a graceful black and white one. 
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Jane caught the tones of a laugh, and clutching 
Roseia's arm, by a rapid twirl round Sir Mark's erect 
form, she exclaimed in her sister's ear: "That is 
the delectable Mr Carmillion, Rose I I wish I had 
Aladdin's ring. There would be the Never-green- 
tree with a rope for the sweet gentleman, and the 
maids might cry, ' Alack-a-day ! he's a proper young 
man,' as he rode by in an open cart." 

" Amen ! " A shrill voice uttered the word close at 
her side, and as Jane cried "Oh!" a crimson and 
green domino dexterously cut the two off from their 
stately escort, who with head in air, was following with 
eyes and mind the laughing, tripping, gamesome 
group of which his pretty wife was the centre. He 
lost sight of her figure a minute or two later, and then 
discovered that Roseia and Jane were also missing. 

The red and green domino made a reverential 
bow — " making a leg," they called it — hand on heart, 
with just a touch of fantasy about it that delighted 
the younger country damsel. 

" It is surely Mr Baxter, Rose ! " she exclaimed. 
" Oh, sir, who would have thought to find you here 
among this pack of fine strangers ! " 

Roseia thrilled through every fibre — was he alone ? 

" Fair ladies — my most absolute homage ! Do me 
the honour, if I may so far presume." 

He extended his two lean wrists adorned with lace 
ruffles, and proudly received the tips of their fingers 
on them. Then dexterously turned them in a new 
direction. 

" Charmers ! " he resumed, " prepare for a surprise. 
Yonder, beneath that clipped peacock with a wry 
neck and oil stars on his tail, awaits a friend. Mrs 
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Stella Carmillion deigned to accept me as her 
escort, in company with a bouncing]attached waiting- 
maid 'clept Martha." 

The slenderest of figures in a pale grey domino 
darted towards them with a little cry of joy, and 
drew them into the shadow of the evergreen peacock, 
where they hugged one another. 

" Rose, Rose ! " panted the excited Stella, " I was 
obliged to come. I was starving for a sight of you 
both, and I " — here she abruptly stopped, sighed, 
looked about her, and tapped the ground with a little 
foot 

"Ah, you had better have stopped away, sister!" 
said Roseia, watching her. " But since you are here, 
it is the best part of the gala to meet you." 

" If you choose to stop here I will bring chairs, fair 
creatures," said Mr Baxter. " The strains of the string 
band — some passable performers — will accompany 
your pretty prattle. Should roving masks presume to 
fright the fair, Tom Baxter's nigh — his name will 
g^ve 'em scare." 

Stella added quick as thought : " And though the 
word that fitly rhymes is 'fear,' 'tis all unknown 
while Mr Baxter's near." 

" Lordy ! " he cried with rapture, " what a pretty 
wit!" Adding, as he ran off: "And from a pitiful 
darling tied to a gig-embob coxcomb ! Good lack ! " 

"Stella, I perceive that you have already robbed 
Jane and me of Mr Baxter's susceptible heart!" 
protested Roseia. 

Jane took this somewhat seriously. "You must 
allow that he was my discovery. Rose — and, indeed, 
I do not believe Mr Baxter is in the least fickle." 

Q 
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" Not at all, Jenny ! " cried Stella, " only his 
heart can be cut up into wedges like a venison pasty 
— 'tis so ample ! " 

When Baxter returned with the chairs, he placed 
his own and Miss Jane's a little apart from the other 
two — and this, fully as much because he knew that 
Stella was dying for a good talk with the sister from 
whom she had been inseparable before her great 
folly, as from a gallant wish to monopolise the 
" gammicky faggot." 

"Ah, Miss Jane!" he began at once, "'tis solid 
qualities that tell — not the being fair-complected, 
with the gewgaws of a straight nose and the mouth 
of Adonis. May you take warning for ever and ever, 
so be it ! I've likely news for you from down Box 
way, where, sure, your heart goes listing away from 
this cock-a-lorum, whimble- wamble of a town. Lordy, 
I feared I might never cock my hat on the green 
sward again there, away! For why? You might 
have picked me up with a toasting fork when I heard 
tell of it ! A poor jolly miller — Hatt by name — jog- 
ging home from Bath market as merry as you please, 
was shot stone-dead — fat money-bags flat as a frog 
under a cart-wheel ; and 'twas mooted here and there 
as Tom Baxter's work. A nasty thing it might have 
proved, with the wind singing laments through these 
poor bones that never could have contemplated such 
villainy. But the gipsy. Patience Watkin, up and 
spake, having witnessed the foul deed from behind 
the big oak trees, and gave proof that Captain Ben 
the smuggler, who does many a turn on the road, 
on the quiet — betwixt his sea-trips — was the 
villain. Just a snack o' revenge, and a liking for the 
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price o' fat oxen. The country was mightily up and 
all for hanging Ben at the cross-roads where he 
potted the poor jolly soul, but as for the catching of 
him nobody seemed very sprightly over that job. 
Heigh-ho I For fifty year that good worthy miller 
had rid home from market o' Saturdays without ever 
having been found in a ditch more than a dozen 
times or so, and in Box brook only thrice — and he 
weighing seventeen stone of late." 

" I never did think the road a nice profession," said 
Miss Jane. " And, oh dear ! to think of a murder in 
one of our own lanes! You see, Mr Baxter, they 
have caught and hanged even Jack Sheppard at last, 
so I do think " 

" Yes, yes — the famous Jack himself trundled up the 
Heavy hill ! Til tell e'e a secret. Mistress Jane ; I never 
did go further than take to the road as a lark — a spree. 
Ben was a low-bred dog — but with me, why the 
rollicking old cavalier blood was in my veins, and 
misfortune, not o' my own making, filliped me off 
Luck's thumb-nail, as it were. But if I could settle 
the way of it, I'm contemplating taking up a truly 
sober way o' life according to the catechism." 

" Such a very brave person as you might, sure, buy 
a pair of colours," suggested Jane. 

" No wars going, my dear — I mean Mistress Jane. 
Now, if I might be so blessed as to have a pot at the 
Frogs ! — 'tis in me to end a Field-Marshal. I've turned 
my mind to preaching, seeing my grand-uncle was a 
celebrated divine, and I could up-sides the hour-glass, 
hammering sixthly and seventhly into a modish 
congregation with the best of *em. Lordy, to think 
o' the pretty faces turned up to the pulpit, because 
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the high pews have put a stopper on nodding and 
smirking all round! No red curtains to be drawn 
before T.B's nose, when he stands in silk gown and 
wig — no snoozing and chattering! But then they 
would make me a Bishop, and I've no taste for lawn 
sleeves, and the House o' Lords — ^tame company ! " 

" So vastly clever a gentleman as you, Mr Baxter, 
ought to go into parliament, I should think," said Jane 
thoughtfully. 

" rd astonish 'em — Fd open their eyes ! But 'tis dull 
work ; I'd sooner rout 'em all out into the open, like 
old Noll did. But enough o' these matters. Tell me. 
Mistress Jane, which is the baggage — I should say, noble 
woman — who is treating us to all this ran-fan-clatter- 
bang?" 

"Lady Stirling is a fat purplish lady in amber, 
blazing all over like these twinkling, lovely coloured 
lamps. Not very old either and surprisingly painted^ 
all except her eyes. She is parading about with a 
little lady in splendid rubies, and a train of Sir Fopling 
Flutters." 

" Lordy ! how you pick off a character, like as if it 
was a gooseberry ! Now, Mistress Jane, all those gilt 
popinjay lackays have set out a school o' little tables, 
bristling with cups and tankards, rout cakes and 
chocolate. We'll try their wares. I never give the 
booth the go-by when the bell tinkles." 

Meanwhile Stella was pleading for home news. 
" Tell me more — more," she urged. " At Christmas I 
sat in the firelight, picturing the yule-log being 
dragged in. The Valiant Soldier, and the Bold Sailor, 
and St George and the Dragon, then the carols and 
the toasts, and the beef, and packs of cards sent round — 
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the blankets and red cloaks — Henry, wild with fun — 
only Michael and me away — oh dear ! Papa leading 
out Mrs Sopworthy, and you, Barton, for * Sir Roger.' 
Sure, my heart was hopping amongst you all on little 
wings ! Did the children carry about their little trees 
stuck with apples and oranges on New Year's Day ? 
How we loved those wooden trees! Out on vain 
wishes 1 Rose, Rose, never marry ; swear you never 
will. Women get all the trouble in this troublesome 
world. Have you remarked a tall, elegant orange- 
tawny domino, keeping close to a — an impudent black 
and white one ? You can tell that the creature is im- 
pudent by the turn of the head. They passed by here 

together " 

" Mr Carmillion ? " said Roseia. 
" Yes. Oh, Rose, pray find out who that magpie is 
— a bold minx, Fm certain ! Do you remark that no 
man can hold a candle to Tracy for elegance? I 
wish there was no such thing as marriage, and then 
we should be happy. * Jealousy is cruel as the grave,' 
and we know nothing about it till we are wed." 

At this hint Roseia tried to lead her to disburden 
her mind, but Stella quickly flew to another subject. 
Between the two whose thoughts used to be so 
transparent to one another, had dropped the veil — 
matrimony. 

^; Roseia doubted if Carmillion ever came near his 
wife, but he was Stella's chief interest in spite of that. 
It appeared that he had rooms in the fashionable Great 
Piazza, Covent Garden, while she pined in those dim 
quarters in Villiers Street 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE SHADOW OF COMING EVENTS 

Mr Meredyth, with Fiennes Trotman, had taken 
refuge from the curled and painted throng at a 
little table, one of several set under a light awning. 

" So this is hightum-tightum London ? " said Squire 
Trotman, sipping his Burgundy. 

" Comus' rabble and rout. The measure of a man's 
worth m society, in my day, was what he carried 
in his head. To-day it seems to be what he carries on 
his back — a vast display to cover empty ignorance ! " 

" I would forbid those coloured sacks that hide the 
pretty faces. What? honest gentlemen and their 
Valentines, ashamed to show themselves? Fie, on 
these townish fashions! Meredyth, thou and I are 
fish out o* water among them; I say, the sooner 
we are swimming in our own duck ponds again the 
better for us." 

"My daughter carried me hither," said John 
Meredyth. "But neither she nor any one else can 
tell me positively how our hostess comes to be 
Countess of Stirling." 

Mr Trotman almost sprang from his chair. 
" Countess of Stirling ? " he echoed, quite bewildered. 
" My good friend, I merely heard of the lady as Lady 
Stirling, and asked no questions. Since German 
adventurers have succeeded to English peerages, and 
so forth, we know not where we are; and as for 
knights! possibly the lady is an importation from 
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across the Channel. Bless my soul, what a queer 
set-out it all is! But this is super — excellent 
Burgundy." 

" As for that rash, unlucky lad," said Mr Meredyth, 
" I take it he died long ago. I never broached the 
painful subject with my old friend, Lady Mary." 

Mr Trotman's ruddy face became thoughtful. He 
shook his head once or twice, and uttered a significant 
grunt. When he spoke it was to say : " No beauty, 
by George ! — if one may venture the remark while 
emptying this good bottle." 

They watched the company a little with honest 
country eyes, and then began on another topic. This 
one was in the air. At every table where only men 
sat, it was certain to supply their conversation, and 
only the young girls were indifferent to it among 
the women — ^who from inclination or fashion were 
one and all, gamblers. 

" The buzz at Macklin*s this forenoon was as wild 
of the golden calf as ever — wilder, I think," said 
Mr Trotman. "Nothing but this project and that 
Company were discussed. Now about this South Sea 
slave business, Meredyth. Is it true the Company's 
trump card is to bilk Spain of the trade in human 
flesh? All very well for an Inquisition -riddled 
kingdom, but for Old England I cannot stomach 
the notion." 

"It saves the blacks from worse treatment by 
their own fellow-countrymen," said Mr Meredyth; 
and what more they had to say on this topic presently 
merged into another aspect of the South Sea scheme, 
very soon to be known as the Bubble par excellence. 
Even now the " little cloud " was on the horizon. 
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" I understand that the contract with Government 
was no less than seven millions," said Mr Trotman ; 
" can any trade support such a burden on its back ? " 

"See how the shares went — nay, still are going. 
Up to a thousand per cent, on Monday, and to-day 
twelve hundred." 

"Too speculative for my taste. Old Sir Isaac 
Newton was asked how long he believed the rage 
would last, and his answer was : * I cannot calculate 
the madness of the people.' Sell, sell, my friend, 
and shake the dust of trade off your shoes as quick 
as may be ! " 

" Nay, a man must go with the times when he is 
the father of a long family. My money is in good 
company." 

" What do you want with the fortune of a Midas ? 
The pretty faces and loving hearts of your dear 
wenches are their best fortune." 

He drew his chair nearer to his friend. "I've 
heard some queer things to-day at Macklin's. They 
say that at old Cragg's request fifty thousand pounds 
was handed over to Sunderland; that a douceur of 
ten thousand pounds has been given to the Duchess 
of Kendal, the same to Platen, and ten thousand 
pounds between that hag's nieces." 

"These are the scandals that are bruited about 
from one coffee-house to another. I do not believe 
a word of them." 

"Well, well, it has a nasty sound; but we know 
the joke has it that these ancient baggages have 
come for our chattels as well as for our * goods.' " 

Just then a man's voice was raised on the other side 
of the canvas partition, where a little party were 
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drinking together. "I have it from a sure hand. 
Knight had the disposal of two hundred thousand 
pounds to be esteemed a holder of the Company — ^no 
agreement, no deposit, no security. In the face of 
that 'tis monstrous impudent claiming scire facias 
against us ! " 

A second voice spoke. " Old Craggs himself has 
gorged a cool thirty thousand. Charles Stanhope 
ten thousand. The Committee of Secrecy had better 
mind their own glass house." 

" Dammee, we smaller fry must stand in together ! 
or all will go down the lawyers' gullets." 

"Yes; you'll need to guard your spoils! All the 
world knows you Sword-Blade Company were gagged 
with fifty thousand pounds. I can tell you there 
are ugly rumours in tiie City to-day, and more than 
the two Craggs's look glum ! " 

"Glum! When the shares are up to twelve 
hundred!" 

" Mark me, this issue of scire facias will be the turn 
o' the tide. Lord, I know what the Spanish trade 
actually is " 

Mr Trotman and Mr Meredyth looked at one 
another, the one, grave and anxious the other 

" Take another glass, old friend," said Mr Trotman, 
pouring out the wine as he spoke, "and — sell out, 
sell out to-morrow." 

" If half of this is true," John Meredyth answered 
hoarsely, " can I let another fool into the trap I am 
struggling out of? Sell ? Fiennes, my whole fortune 
is invested in that gigantic project 'Tis absurd on 
the face of it — backed by the Ministers, the banks, 
the merchants, the whole peerage! Good God, 'tis 
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absurd! And yet — if such a thing could be — I've 
beggared my children." 

" Nay, nay ! Nineteen times out of twenty the jade 
Fortune leaps sky-high when she promises to sit, 
and hobbles just when she makes for flying." 

"I've staked all on the flight." 

" To-morrow forenoon Til ride down with you into 
the City, and we will hear what the wise-heads there 
say to it all." 

Kitty was no good-natured rogue. She was on 
the watch for a fling at Roseia Meredyth for the 
sake of past envy, and saw a way of reaching her 
through Stella. She hated Stella as well, because, 
though she did not want Tracy CarmilHon herself, 
she did not choose that this chit with her mere 
beauty should take him without suffering for it. So 
she permitted Tracy to coax shares and money out 
of her, and so held him on leash ; and she had enticed 
Stella to \itx fite both to torment her and to tempt 
her. 

She swooped down on the group, and tore Stella 
away with that exasperating air of patronage that 
vexed them so greatly, and introduced one of her 
sycophants to her — a rake who traded on his good 
looks, and on the wits that sufficed him in playing 
cards with tipsy young heirs. "Teach her to be a 
woman of fashion," the female wretch said to the 
male wretch. " Fll make it worth your while. The 
creature is alone and penniless, and dares to give 
herself airs." 

Roseia was extremely uneasy at losing sight of 
Stella, who ought not to have ventured there at all, 
and would not leave that part of the grounds in case 
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she might come back and not know where to find 
them ; and while other members of the party came 
and went, Jane and Mr Baxter remained with her 
at a little table below the terrace. There were 
dozens of other tables dotted about, and a perpetual 
passing and repassing of gay groups ; a band played 
not far off, and they had tumblers to wonder at, so 
Jane wanted nothing more to entertain her. 

An hour must have passed in this way, when a 
couple crossed the grass-plot. Before she had 
glanced at the gentleman, who was in a quiet suit 
of black satin, the grey domino of the lady caught 
her eye, and as she exclaimed, "Here is Stella!" 
with great satisfaction, Stella herself ran up, flung 
off her mask, and caught Roseia's hand in a state 
of violent agitation. 

"Oh, sister!" she gasped out, as well as she was 
able for the terror she was in, "such a dreadful 
adventure! Sure, I do not know what would have 
become of me if it had not been for this gentleman ! " 

Roseia looked up, and there was Captain Alexander 
bowing with a stranger's formal courtesy, but making 
no claim to acquaintance. 

Mr Baxter had sprung up, and now darted towards 
the half-fainting Stella with a glass in his hand. 
" Now, ma'am, sip this cordial," he commanded. " Tis 
a monstrous fine ratafia of apricock ; will hearten you 
up to snap your fingers in the face of the whole world." 

Stella smiled in a forlorn, quivering fashion, and 
obeyed. Then she sat silent, clasping Roseia's hands 
in both her own. 

"I did wrong to come here," she murmured. 
" Who could imagine what a wicked world this is ! " 
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Captain Alexander had not moved away, but 
seemed to have lost himself in a fit of abstraction. 
Yes — ^there he was — ^the desire of her eyes and of 
her heart — ^yet nothing to her! Roseia did not 
know that she was gazing at that slight, graceful 
figure with her heart in her eyes. 

Why did he not speak — or go ? 

Among the brilliant throng there was scarce a 
man with a finer air of distinction about him, though 
many were more conspicuous for height, for splendid 
dress, and for handsome features. That head with 
brains in it — that countenance — an impulsive, 
sensitive, eager, yet reticent character gave it a 
singular attractiveness I 

Now in reality but a few moments passed by in 
this odd spell-bound condition, and yet shrewd Miss 
Jane declared afterwards that she had begun to be 
afraid they were fixed there for a hundred years, and 
wondered whose finger had been pricked with a 
spindle. 

"Mine, alas!" Roseia replied — "the distaff of 
the Rose - spinner. Heaven help us all, I think 
there is misfortune in the air!" 

At a table very near to them the Honourable Mrs 
Alexander was seated — alone for the time being, as 
some one had gone to|fetch her a cup of chocolate. 
Those scared, pale eyes of hers, restlessly seeking 
food for detraction, lit upon the moody man in 
black ; it was a whimsical thing to see a person sunk 
in reverie at such a rattling, frolicking pleasure-party 
as that, where all was on the surface — ^saving some 
few heart-secrets old before the Flood. 

She was mechanically raising a tiny gold spoon 
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filled with "orangerie" to her thin nostrils, when 
suddenly a bleached, parched, stricken look added 
almost a score of years to her cameo face. 

Some magnetic touch drew Roseia's eyes upon 
her, and she perceived that it was the sight of Harry 
Alexander that had so deeply affected her. 

At the same instant he recovered himself with a 
characteristic little cavalier toss of the head, made 
a sweeping salute, and walked quietly away into the 
darkness. The darkness, that swallowed up the 
leisurely figure, settled like a fog on the brief bloom 
of Roseia's gladness. 

Not one word ! Yet he was right. But why was 
he there among a crowd — ^he to whom recognition 
might be most perilous? It was clear that Mrs 
Alexander had been terrified on seeing him. 

She glanced again at that lady, upon whose parure 
of rubies the light of many lamps scintillated, and 
with passing wonder thought how like the stones 
were to those buried in the Oteswich tomb. "She 
has had them copied," she said to herself. 

She was surprised when presently Mrs Alexander, 
passing by on the arm of a colonel of the Guards, 
stopped by her to invite her to drink a dish of tea 
quietly with her one afternoon. 
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CHAPTER X 

A SURPRISE FOR LADY CARMILLION 

The dominoes were doffed, and dancing had begun. 
Roseia did not know what to do with her partner, a 
pretty young fellow from Gloucestershire, as she was 
resolved not to leave Stella, and Jane was dying to 
go off and dance a coranto with Mr Baxter, among 
that brave show of hooped skirts and silken coats in 
the ball-room. 

" The magpie mask — ^the magpie mask ! " exclaimed 
Stella, as Carmillion with his partner went laughing 
by towards the house. "That odious monster told 
me she is a celebrated toast, and a very particular 
friend of Carmillion's. I was sure there was some 
woman, and I wanted to see for myself. Oh, why 
were women ever created!" 

Roseia's partner presented himself, and, having 
fallen in love with the sweet hazel eyes that shone 
benevolently on him when he chattered about his 
country home, insisted on remaining with them in 
a quiet nook on the high terrace before the house, 
rather than find another partner. 

The youth was leaning on the balustrade. " Mighty 
odd!" he remarked presently, "There is a gentle- 
man below there — one in black silk, who wears his 
hair army fashion — who must be an eccentric. He 
neither speaks to any one, nor drinks, nor plays ; 
perhaps he is going to give us a show of fencing — 
or is a singer." 
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Stella started up. "For goodness sake, sir, run 
and fetch the gentleman up here to us. He did me 
a great service, and I have not thanked him — he 
laid the impudent wretch flat with one quiet blow," 
she went on, when the swain had flown. " I wonder 
if he has run him through by now ? Why did you 
clutch my arm, Rose? What have I done?" 

" Some mischief, I fear," her sister answered sadly. 
"Your cavalier is Captain Alexander, who has 
political reasons for remaining unobserved." 

"Then why did he come here? But then — why 
did I? I don't want any one to notice me. Poor 
gentleman, 'tis some woman draws him into risk of 
danger ! Jealousy has him by the heart-strings, I'll 
swear, since he wanders all alone. Oh, I know, I 
know!" 

" Do not speak of him to a soul, except me, child. 
You do not know what might be the consequence." 

"Except you, forsooth! May I ask in your ear, 
which is bright pink, dear love, now I come to look 
at it — pink with the rouge that has crept up from your 
cheeks — what this whimsical stranger — for whimsical 
he is — has to do with my Rose of Meredyth ? " 

"No, you may not ask — indiscreet girl! But 
there is nothing to tell ; only just this, perhaps 
— ^that he is the Jacobite officer who walked with 
Jane and me across the hill to Cheney Court that 
night of alarm." 

" Nay, I will ask no more, Rose," Stella said with 
melancholy emphasis ; " I can see through a mill- 
stone as well as most people. Here comes the hero ! 
If he is whimsical, he is certainly a hero." 

He came at the impulsive Stella's summons, and 
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stood for a while talking gravely, and yet with a certain 
charm of quiet humour, just as he might have talked on 
a first introduction, but he noticed the deadly langour 
alternating with feverish excitement in Stella, and 
suddenly broke off to surprise her by a suggestion. 

"I have a mind, madam, to offer you my escort, 
if you wish to leave this enchanting scene. My 
friend Mr Baxter is so entranced with the music 
and the dance that he will certainly forget the hour. 
Will Miss Meredyth answer for me as his substitute ? " 

Roseia met his eyes with a grave smile. 

" I own to being half dead with fatigue," said Stella. 
" It is a very kind offer, sir. Rose, what do you 
say?" 

" Accept it, child. You will be very safe." 

" There is my voucher, madam ! " 

" I have not yet shown half my gratitude for one 
great service, sir, and now there is another to thank 
you for. Pray, did you run him through, sir ? " 

Alexander laughed lightly. "You make quick 
guesses, madam," he replied, as Stella, having 
embraced her sister, took his arm; "but I found a 
cane was good enough for my friend." 

" Oh, that I had been there to see the drubbing ! " 
cried Stella exultantly. 

" I am glad you were not, for before the dog had 
had half his lesson you would have cried * mercy ! ' " 

" So I should, I can't bear to see a creature hurt ; 
no more can Rose, but she is more daring than I 
am. You know that, sir, because she glided you 
through the dark to Cheney Court." 

" So you are aware of that, Mistress Stella ? " 

"She told me just now that you were the man. 
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You are fearfully brave — both of you ; and I am 
not to mention your name to any one." 

" Thanks, madam. I am not in luck just at present, 
and when clouds are seen wise men put on their 
cloaks." 

" I was a fool ever to put on mine to join in that 
rabble and rout ! And yet, I am glad to have made 
your acquaintance, Captain Alexander." 

" I am the debtor, madam, for you have given me 
a slight service to do for one of a family I very deeply 
respect" 

" We cry quits, then, for the esteem is mutual." 

The ball went merrily on. Kitty, who liked full 
worth for her money, had arranged a systematic 
method of dealing out the lottery prizes that would 
send no distinguished guest away disgusted with 
a trumpery gift, and turn no insignificant head by 
too handsome a one. She, herself, meant to distribute 
them after supper in a saloon next the ball-room, 
where the guests speedily poured in, apparently eager 
to be treated like Lady Bountiful's village children. 

To be paid for coming to an entertainment at 
which no cost was spared, amused some among the 
gay throng, and others who were more fastidious 
were contemptuous — so ungrateful is the world when 
Kitty Prickers court it 

Lady Carmillion had spent all her time at the 
card-tables, except when hasting to secure her share — 
and more — of lottery tickets. She was one of the 
first to enter the saloon, in which a bevy of young 
gentlemen in bag-wigs, diamond solitaires, and gold- 
bedizened coats of divers hues, were assisting Kitty 
to arrange the prizes. With a jealous eye Lady 

R 
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Carmillion watched the jewel-cases and exquisite 
bits of porcelain handed about amid a chatter of 
delighted admiration. A couple of grinning black 
ps^es carried between them a monster of stupendous 
ugliness to Mrs Alexander, Kitty sailing in front of 
them, with the fixed smile that left her prominent 
eyes blank, ready with her most fulsome flatteries. 
At the same time another black toad in a turban 
thrust into Lady Carmillion's eager claw a small 
yellow hardware cat with blue spots on it — a scraggy, 
hungry London cat in miniature, very like Lady 
Carmillion herself That futile stroke of spite cost 
Kitty more than it was worth to her. 

Perhaps disappointed greed cleared the hs^gard 
eyes that had been spent on red and black pips 
at the card-table; for Lady Carmillion, fixing her 
tortoiseshell spectacles on her nose, stared full at her 
hostess for a space of time in which light and con- 
viction sprang upon hen Through the redundancies 
of flesh, and the transforming power of paint and 
splendour, she recognised a well-known form. The 
yellow cat, with her pouncet box and other accessories, 
flew from her hands, and in a succession of peacock 
shrieks she cried: "Gracious Heavens! Tis Kitty 
Pricker — Kitty Pricker — Pricker — thief— Call the Bow 
Street runners — she stole my diamond necklace, and 
ran away ! There — 'tis she — Pricker— my cantripping 
hussy of a waiting-woman. Peeress — good lack ! " 

Her vituperations were cut short by a violent 
attack of hysterics. 

"The woman is drunk," said Kitty coarsely and 
collectedly. " Carry her out, some of you fellows, and 
douse her head in a bucket of water. The wretched 
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creature forced her way in — my women can attend 
to her. Pray, do not let this untoward occurrence 
disturb the company. Order the music to strike up a 
country dance." 

The lively tune which at once burst forth relieved 
the tension, but while young men made haste to find 
their partners, furtive looks were exchanged, and 
Kitty's only duchess rose up in her feathers and 
furbelows, and called her coach. 

The move proved contagious, and party after party 
made their formal adieux, or glided away without any. 

As Lady Carmillion was dragged forth — where 
Tracy was just then, nobody knew — ^she screamed at 
intervals : " Base pretender ! vile thief! Bridewell's too 
good for her ! I'll drag you through the courts, my 
humble waiting- woman ! The slyest jade ! " 

Tom Baxter writhed through the shrinking crowd, 
and gave her his arm. " Cheer up, my lady," he said, 
shaking her up in an amiable manner. " I'll see you 
home, if you're alone. Where to ? Jermyn Street ? 
Right as a trivet ! " 



CHAPTER XI 

INTERRUPTED DIVERSIONS 

If only Kitty might have pounded what was left 
of Lady Carmillion in a mortar! 

The town was divided into two factions: those 
who knew Lady Carmillion did not believe a word 
she said, those who had not that privil^e gave full 
credit to her story. 
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Kitty's great bid for admittance to Leicester House 
had failed She was confounded on finding that 
money could not buy everything. She was more 
than a little anxious to see if her enemy would 
take immediate steps. She wished she had let that 
trumpery necklace be, yet that was her first rung 
on fortune's ladder. 

That nothing happened on the spur of the moment 
was the result of Tom Baxter's craftiness. He had 
the whole story from Lady Carmillion, reflected on 
the expenses of law, and the lack of law-worthy 
evidence, and bade her hold her hand. 

He too had seen the rubies, but set them down 
as Paris paste made to take the place of the real 
set. 

Alexander went to Scotland on the day after the 
gala. He wanted to be alone with the sea, the moors, 
and his books. His two or three men were looking 
eagerly for him " spoiling " for sport. 

The little cloud had gathered volume. Rumour 
darkened over the city, and hung black above the 
Houses of Parliament. All London ran to and fro 
clamouring for authentic tidings, and trusting nobody. 
Strange, incredible things were told in the coffee- 
houses, and the mug-houses, in salons^ in the street, 
everywhere. Merchants spoke of Law's Mississippi 
scheme which had driven Paris mad, and perhaps 
repented not having minded that sign-post in time. 
Ground mutterings came from east and west ; it 
was as if men had given their all to build a marble 
city, and when a confls^ration had broken out, had 
discovered it to be painted cardboard. 

In his agonising fears for his children John 
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Meredyth made a push to sell some odd shares at 
one hundred and thirty pounds to which they had 
suddenly sunk. 

Yet thirty per cent, was not bad, and Kitty laughed 
people's fears to scorn, while she urged on her work- 
people at the mansion in Cavendish Square — Car- 
million, meanwhile, shaking, and hanging on to her 
skirts like a craven. There was no stuff at all in the 
man — no strength either for good or evil, and through- 
out the whole of that dreadful time he was sorry for 
himself, and for no one else. 

The Company of Merchants Trading in the South 
Seas had greatly over-reached itself, and fell into 
the gin it had set for the small fry. In taking out 
legal warrants against its petty rivals, the Directors 
drew attention to their own fraudulent practices. 

Kitty, emerging from her powdering closet with 
her hair dressed, found Carmillion waiting for her 
in her dressing-room, where she received company 
at her toilet like other fine ladies. A chocolate pot 
and liqueurs stood on a table. 

" No reminder in this nectar of the strong waters 
kept under lock and key out of Kitty Pricker's 
reach," observed Tracy, helping himself. 

Kitty sniffed, and tossed off a dram. She cried, 
" Drop that," or its equivalent " Positively you must 
shut up that old put," she went on. " She must not 
be permitted to rave in public. Let me never hear 
that name again, Carmillion, or Til cut you off with 
a halfpenny." 

" rU despatch milady back to Bath, or Tunbridge 
Wells. I hear she made the wildest utterances, 
Kitty. But they will not hurt so wealthy a lady 
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as. you. Vd give a cool thousand to know how 
you play your cards, Kitty. You are in with all the 
notables — Aislabie, Craggs, Blunt, Knight — ^how do 
you do it?" 

" How do I get them by the nose, when the nose is 
offered? I leave that to Mr Carmillion to discover." 

" Hang it, Kitty ! All the beauties of the town 
were on their knees for shares, no matter what dirt 
stuck to 'em, and you have only to ask. You never 
were a beauty and a toast, Kitty : I presume an old 
friend may say that now that you have distanced 
the rest." 

"Add that you were never anything but a fool, 
Tracy. Pve the art that any woman would exchange 
a wax puppet's face for. I never was taught it — I 
had it when I ran about a sunburnt, ragged child 
in his lordship's racing stables. You men are simple 
folk!" 

" What do you really think about the Company ? " 

"Knight told me that Walpole himself had took 
shares under the rose — so there!" 

"Then they'll quash the enquiry?" 

"To be sure. They dar'n't face it — they are all 
in it ; if there has been bribery 'tis a merry-go-round 
of it By the way, what are you going to do with 
that puling chicken, your wife?" 

A small string of modish oaths escaped from 
CarmilHon's pretty mouth. 

"Yes," said Kitty, "but there she is— though it 
would not take much to kill her." 

" It will," responded Carmillion sulkily, " they've all 
such devilish spirit" 

"I'm going to Beamish's for play. You won't 
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accompany me there — ^but you can meet me in my 
box at the Opera House." 

But when Kitty reached Sir Mark's door she was 
told that milady did not receive, the family having 
had melancholy news. 

Myrtilla and her sisters were in her ladyship's 
dressing-room. 

"He has broken Stella's heart," said Jane 
solemnly — they had had rather a warm discussion 
about Carmillion. 

" My dear love," said Myrtilla, whose scarlet heels 
were rather higher than her head, "we have all 
broke our hearts at one time or another; they 
mend again like pastry in the making. She must 
perk up and come out of her seclusion. He must 
be made to give her a proper allowance; but you 
see, girls, what comes of running off with no settle- 
ments. Thank heaven, that though I was in love 
about six times with pretty fellows, I married Sir 
Mark. I suppose you havej not forgot that we 
have to see CoUey Ctbbet^s Careless Husband 
to-night, loves?" 

A formal knock at the door brought down 
Myrtilla's red heels. She pursed up her lips, 
opened her eyes, and whispered: "Sir Mark!" 

Sir Mark entered, with a certain pomp as though 
he were going to announce himself. 

"I understood you to desire me to enter. Lady 
Beamish — I have your leave?" 

"I am flattered. Sir Mark," 

"I beg your ladyship's pardon — I might have 
sent Pompey to speak to your woman, but the 
afflicting news I bear must be my apology." 
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"My father — Michael— Henry — for heaven's sake, 
sir, what has happened?" 

"Calm yourselves — ^you are a little impetuous.*' 

"Tell me the worst!" 

" I have within the last half hour, nay, some 
fifteen minutes ago, received one of those intimations 
which warn us that our own time " 

"Tis not from home, then?" Roseia cried. 

" The decease of my honoured relative, Mrs Georg^na 
Beamish " 

"Lud! You frightened us out of our wits. Sir 
Mark! Only poor old Aunt Beamish!" 

"My love, you forget yourself " 

"The poor old soul was in her eighty-sixth year, 
you must allow that" 

" Quite so, and a sad sufferer ; nevertheless, I had 
hoped she might yet have been spared to us for some 
years to come. I have desired William and Cato 
to shut all the shutters, and you will take immediate 
steps to order your mourning garb — ^bombazine and 
crape, as she was a Beamish — and I need scarcely 
observe that you three ladies will not quit my house 
to-day or to-morrow or Thursday. Until the obsequies 
are over next Tuesday we must not relax in the 
solemn observances due to respect. My Aunt 
Greorgina has been a thrifty housekeeper, and I 
doubt not has left an equitable will." 

Jane sprang to her feet, dropping Myrtilla's " King 
Charles," which she had been combing. 

" Sir Mark ! " cried the excited young person, 
actually venturing to address her dignified brother- 
in-law as if he were anybody else. " You have been 
so very kind to us, sure, you will relent if you come 
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to think how dreadful for us to be shut up for three 
days in this hot weather. I have been promised to 
see the Lions in the Tower, and Mrs Salmon's 
waxworks, and to eat a bun in Westminster Hall 
and to drink a can of red-cow's milk in St James's 
Park — besides going to the play, and a host of other 
treats. Sure, you won't require Roseia and me to 
have black frocks, and mourn for an old lady we 
have never so much as seen " 

" You may as well talk to the monument," sighed 
Myrtilla, while Sir Mark stood fixed in an attitude 
of surprise, just raising a pinch of rappee to his 
thin, superior nose. 

"My dear Miss Jane," he began reprovingly, 
" if your elder sisters do not complain — ^but I have 
no wish to make needless restrictions. On Thursday 
you may go to Rosamond's Pond, properly attended, 
and feed the ducks ; and later on I myself shall have 
the pleasure of escorting you to Westminster Hall." 

He bowed, and left the room. 

"You've gained nothing, Jane," said Myrtilla. 
"For all I know, a hatchment on black curtains 
will be put over the door, and mutes with tied up 
broomsticks stationed beside it, as if we were a row 
of corpses." 

In five minutes Sir Mark came back ceremoniously, 
and, with several " ahems ! " to clear his throat, began : 
<*0n careful deliberation. Lady Beamish, I have 
decided that the young ladies may take the air in 
your coach for a short time daily, so that they avoid 
public resorts such as the Ring and the Mall. I 
feel that I am responsible to their parent for their 
enjoying a certain amount of recreation." 
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When he was well out of hearing MyrtiUa laughed 
heartily. 

" I am glad you can laugh, sister," said Jane 
mournfully. 

" It is better than nothing, but, MyrtiUa, surely you 
will not be left shut up ? " Roseia said, with all the 
pitying surprise she found herself from time to time 
bestowing on her sister's domestic life. 

" Tis the least of the ills, Rose ! I shall be in crape 
all through the hot months, and not dance again till 
the winter. Now you see what it is to be married ; 
all the same, if I do not marry you off from my 
house, I shall be shockingly ashamed of myself." 



CHAPTER Xn 

HIS MOTHER 

On one of those days of rigorous seclusion for poor 
MyrtiUa, Mrs Alexander sent her own chair — carved, 
painted, and gilded with sky-blue satin linings — ^to 
bring Miss Meredyth to her house, a moderate sized 
one in Grafton Street. 

Grave and costly elegance was not rare in that 
beautiful age, before an overpowering middle-class 
demand for cheap and hideous decorations had set 
in, and Roseia saw it in those rooms; but like a 
discordant note in a harmony, Mrs Alexander's pet 
monsters peered from their perches, and a live 
monkey grimaced from the folds of a silken curtain. 

Was there just a suspicion also of the monster and 
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the monkey in the elegant, well-bred, and accom- 
plished mistress of this establishment ? 

She received Roseia stiffly, but with graciousness, 
and while they drank tea from the loveliest blue-and- 
white porcelain, talked with a mixture of reserve and 
abandon which struck the girl as extremely curious 
and unlike other people. 

" I opine that after the retirement of your home, 
the gaieties of the town strike you as extremely 
fascinating, my dear miss," she said. "The child 
who has never tasted honey may be content to suck 
the head of a clover, but set a honey-pot before him, 
and see how greedily he will stick his fingers into it" 

" It must needs be a mere child, ma'am, to be so 
taken with the honey-pot" 

"Hey? I can see that you have hitherto been 
preserved like a sprig of orange blossom in candy — 
how then do you come by such a worldly-wise 
opinion ? " 

"Worldly-wise is the last quality I can claim. I 
am extremely ignorant ; I found that out when I came 
to town." 

" And you are no coquette ? " 

" It is an art I should find very difficult to acquire." 

" You say so, but * still waters run deep/ I have 
watched you. Miss Meredyth, and seen that discreetly 
as you comport yourself in my Lady Beamish's giddy 
entourage^ you are not wholly ignorant of the power 
of beauty. You come of a handsome family, but do 
not build your hopes too high on that foundation. If 
you are not all the airy coquette, you must be 
ambitious ; that is wise, but you must keep your 
head, child, you must not get your head turned ! In 
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a world such as this — wholly selfish, and framed for 
disappointment — beauty needs triple armour. The 
men of our world are ever grasping their selfish 
advantage — ^their passions are greyhounds ever in 
pursuit ; and the most fickle cheat in the universe is 
a woman's heart." 

" I know nothing of these dangers, ma'am. Now 
you see how ignorant I am. As for ambition, I had 
supposed it a passion affecting men alone. No, 
I am not ambitious — I am sure of it, and the pillars 
of my father's house are virtue and honour ; coming 
from a home like that a woman ought, I think, 
to carr}' a talisman in her breast against other 
evils." 

" And what, then, of your sister, Mrs Carmillion's, 
escapade?" asked Mrs Alexander dryly, while she 
examined the young girl's face with her cold stare. 

" My sister was very young, and even for her folly 
there was great excuse in the circumstances that 
drove her to it — but I cannot discuss that," Roseia 
broke off abruptly, with sparkling eyes and burning 
cheeks. 

« We will not. All I had to remark on the subject 
was that she should show herself as becomes a young 
lady of quality. Her existence runs the risk of being 
forgot — possibly even by her handsome husband 
himself Do not think me inclined to be censorious, 
but we women must keep strictly within the bounds 
of propriety, or we are made to suffer. No one asks 
how a man passes his time, but a woman — oh, a 
thousand malevolent eyes are on her, and a thousand 
virtuous tongues ready to sting her to death! 
Virtue, my dear Miss Meredyth, is as necessary to 
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a good appearance as rouge and powder, and the 
world approves of it all the better when it is but a 
skin decoration, and there is red blood beneath. 
Thus you see you must aim at a reputation for dis- 
cretion, but avoid the risk of being termed a prude, 
always remembering that your aim is a proper 
establishment in life." 

"I cannot pretend to any such aim, ma'am; I 
wish to be happy, but I see that happiness must not 
be ' our being's end and aim,' so 1 have made up my 
mind, like King Solomon, to ask for wisdom without 
expecting more than a mere crumb of it." 

Mrs Alexander stared at her more fixedly than 
ever. 

" Shall I say I pity the man who marries you. Miss 
Meredyth, and looks merely for a very pretty and 
docile wife? I no longer wonder that you find no 
very powerful attraction in society. You remind 
me of what I — that is, you are proof against the 
fascination of some charmer of the Ring and the 
Mall. Take care, take care — your foot is on the 
edge of the abyss! You await the unusual — the 
romantic, and you will meet with it. Adam was 
doubtless asleep when Eve was roaming the garden 
to look at the forbidden fruit, but you may be sure 
the serpent is wide awake. But I must not frighten 
you with the notions of a lonely woman who has 
seen much of life. To change the subject What 
acquaintance have you with a certain gentleman — 
one, I mean, in black satin, a sprigged cream waistcoat, 
no lace about him, and his own hair tied it la 
militaire — who appeared at that monstrous display 
at Belsize House ? Do you recognise the description ? 
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Forgive my curiosity — I have strong reasons for 
asking." 

" In that case, perhaps you know his name as well 
or better than I." Roseia felt herself colour and then 
rapidly pale, but she looked clearly and steadfastly 
in the elder woman's face, and saw her blench. 

Mrs Alexander opened her long fan, and slowly 
fanned herself. 

"Are you taking no more tea, my dear miss?" 
she asked. "I do not think you have tasted those 
saffron buns ; pray, try one — or those barberry-cream 
wigs. Very well, you understand me to speak of 
Henry Alexander. What inconceivable folly brought 
him there — there of all places, to his wife's entertain- 
ment — his wife whom of course he hates ! " 

" I have not the least idea, ma'am." 

" No ? But you were not excessively surprised." 

" Indeed, I have hardly ever been more surprised. 
I spoke to him, or rather my sister and I were 
joined by him, for a few moments, but he did not say 
what brought him there." 

" There was small need, I opine. He was a fool — 
a headstrong fool, to endanger his life for a whim — 
but when did he ever act a rational part ? Ah, Miss 
Meredyth, what a marriage was mine! I had no 
choice in the matter, for I was scarcely sixteen, and 
my husband preferred another woman. The family 
I married into had the worst of dispositions — they 
were the slaves of selfish prejudice, proud as Lucifer, 
vindictive, unreasonable. They had their share of 
vices, but vice may be amiable. It was my unhappy 
fate to bring into the world one of the worst of them 
— one who by his reckless violence, and cruel, mad, 
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headstrong vindictiveness became what he is, an 
outlaw — a criminal — who any day may be hunted 
down and hanged for his horrid crime. How 
dare he show himself in respectable society ? Child, 
you do not know what you are doing — luring him out 
of his dishonoured seclusion I " 

"Ma'am, you forget: he is a married man in 
the eye of the law, though tricked by " 

" What, so deceived as that ? But nothing is too 
bad to believe of that vile man. If he had never been 
bom — if he had never existed to be my curse and his 
own ! Child, it is my duty to warn you — what have 
you to do with vile guilt such as his ? " 

" I do not believe Captain Alexander is a criminal, 
ma'am. He was my father's guest, and the guest 
also of a friend — ^a most worthy gentleman." 

"Deceived in him as you are, poor silly child! 
A foul crime, I tell you — ^a pitiless, accursed, cruel 
crime has blackened him for ever." 

Roseia was inexpressibly shocked. She had been 
taught that the one impeccable, changeless universal 
virtue on this earth is a mother's love — ^girls were shut 
away from acquaintance with facts that threatened 
to qualify the few fixed beliefs drilled into them. 
Here was a mother speaking of her son, her only 
child, with such concentrated bitter abhorrence that 
it seemed almost as if she was uttering a curse strong 
enough to blight and wither him up even at a distance, 
and Roseia shuddered. 

"Do you not wish to believe there is some 
mistake?" she cried. "How can you harbour such 
thoughts of your son? I am as certain as that 
I stand here that he has been cruelly maligned." 
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" / mistaken ? / deceived ? Child, you are babbling 
the foolishness of ignorance ! Who would wish to be 
a mother ! " 

"But you must love your son — and, surely even 
though he were almost as guilty as you suppose, and 
though your heart were wrung and broken by his sin, 
you would still love him ? " 

" Love ! You speak of it like a parrot, foolish girl ! 
Love!" 

Supreme melancholy contempt, the last accents of 
bitterness, gave a certain inexplicable dignity to the 
vain and worldly woman. In the slight pause that 
followed Roseia dimly perceived that it was because 
her true self spoke. She was no longer a mere mask, 
a thing of conventional outward behaviour, without 
a genuine note in her voice or look in her face. Her 
very scoff at love betrayed that she had loved — once. 

" It is ill to be romantic," she said. " But like the 
rest of us, Miss Meredyth, you practise being the com- 
plete hypocrite. I like you none the less for that, and 
none the less for hating me as you do at this moment. 
Perhaps it reminds me of a time when I too could 
feel. Feeling dies out with years and bitter experience. 
We learn to smile at such illusions as love and friend- 
ship, but an independent mind secures at least a 
certain satisfaction. I observed your eyes sparkle as 
you looked round on my pictures, and you listened 
attentively to the music you heard. I was very 
much abroad once — there is only one country in 
the world truly beautiful — it is not England. If you 
should care to look through my cabinets, you will 
find objects worth inspection — enamels, china, and 
portrait miniatures. Perhaps those will be new to you. 
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as they are uncommoa I believe few families, except 
those of some consequence, possess those small ivory 
pictures ; you will find three or four of myself taken 
at different periods." 

" Was there but one of Harry, though ? " whispered 
Roseia's sad heart. 

" And if there is, what business is it of yours ? " 
her conscience retorted. 

" I must ask leave to say one word," she said, as her 
hostess took out a bunch of keys to open doors and 
drawers. ''It came to my knowledge that Captain 
Alexander sacrificed himself at a great cost for political 
friends, of whom my father was one. That was how 
his marriage came about." 

"He told you that, did he?" was the significant 
reply, uttered in grim, cold scepticism. 

As Roseia might not sit down on the floor and cry 
herself silly, the next best thing was to be left to herself 
to look at the many works of art in the cabinets ; and 
presently her diligent search for one in particular was 
rewarded by drawing from a secret recess a shagreen 
case containing the portrait of a boy. It needed no 
inscription to tell her whose were those broad sea-blue 
eyes, bright, fearless, yet already steadfast — that mouth 
of quick feeling and too quick judgments, the sunny 
hair, the fine wide brows. 

The sight of it made a clean sweep of the whole 
host of dreadful doubts and fears that had come in 
with their corroding influence, because of the calumnies 
she had heard; for that they were calumnies that 
dear face told her. She would try to think that Mrs 
Alexander had been influenced by some wicked person, 
and would some day know better, but she discovered 
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while she held the miniature secretly in her hands, and 
learnt the lines of the bold, bright face, that in her 
heart of hearts was a force too strong for slander to 
affect. 

And what was there apart from calumny to disturb 
the faith that clung to its object? — ^to lessen that 
profound mysterious sympathy which had been 
between them from the first? 

If he had sinned, if he were fallen and wounded, 
and stained and torn — were those reasons for forsaking 
him ? Rather — so much the stronger must faith and 
hope be, and so much the holier that secret fount of 
love, though it must flow on for ever in cold, lone 
darkness. 

His kiss was on her lips, and what she had given, 
she had given. 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE GREAT BUBBLE BURSTS 

Throughout the dog-days London had gone 
" reeling ripe " in its frenzy, and Chancellor Aislabie, 
who had accounts with merchants and brokers to the 
amount of seven hundred and ninety-four thousand 
four hundred and fifty-one pounds, advised the South 
Sea Company to make their second subscription, by 
their own warrant, and without any authority, a 
million and a half instead of one million. 

Early in September the dam broke, and the floods 
were loose. One great house of business after 
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another collapsed; some of the chief bankers and 
brokers closed their shutters and fled the country. 

On the steps of the South Sea House men were 
fighting, cursing, and sobbing. 'Change Alley was like 
a bear-garden with some lunatics added to it The 
streets were blocked with vehicles of all kinds, and 
struggling masses of people of all classes. Along every 
road they posted in from the country in frantic haste 
to know whether they were wealthy men or beggars. 
Fine ladies came down from the Court precincts, 
and ran about shrieking, wringing their hands, 
praying for news, fainting away at times; while 
more than one gentleman stole swiftly to some quiet 
alley and there blew out his brains. 

For more than one generation that awful period 
of panic and disaster was remembered, much as the 
preceding ones remembered the years of plague and 
fire, or the " Troubles," ending with the execution of 
the King. The ancient Black Death itself could 
scarcely have been more wide-reaching in its results. 
Events came thick and fast. Sir John Knight 
absconded with the keys to the darkest secrets of 
the great fraud. Aislabie, Secretary of State, was 
sent to the Tower; Craggs, Post- Master General, 
took poison. 

The whole catastrophe was new to the nation, 
and in the bewilderment it brought with it, all 
stability seemed gone, all affairs, public and private, 
lives, souls, and interests, appeared to be caught 
and carried blindly round on one huge whirring, 
whirling, wheel of disastrous fatality. 

It took some little time to comprehend the 
magnitude of the various frauds, and the ruin they 
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involved, and then the country rose, and with one 
voice called on Robert Walpole to save it 

It took some saving, and Sir Robert was an able 
man, whatever his morals might have been. 

Looking back through the turmoil of events certain 
persons noted Kitty's fate at Belsize as the beginning 
of the end. Some of her most flattered guests 
declared that its vulgar expensiveness with the 
contretemps to finish up, was typical of the new 
reign of reckless speculation ending in ruin. 

John Meredyth did not go back to Sothemwood, 
but neither did he come near his daughters, and 
when Roseia met him by accident she was greatly 
alarmed at his looks ; aged, harassed, and preoccupied 
he did not seem to be the same man. Was he fretting 
over Stella ? she wondered ; did he know more than 
they did about Carmillion's goings on ? 

On the day that the Bubble burst, Myrtilla rushed 
into her room with her hands full of papers, crying : 
" Rose, Rose, Pm the most unfortunate creature alive 
— ^all is lost — nothing but fraud and base robbery — 
the Mulberry Gardens." Here she burst into tears. 
Then again : " And Lady Stirling — I don't believe the 
red-faced wretch is any more a peeress than you are. 
Every one knows she drinks. She demands the paltry 
five hundred pounds she says she lent me; 'twas 
all in shares, Rose, and I never saw more than twenty 
guineas of it, and where in heaven's name am I to 
get the money ? I wish papa would come, he might 
help me. Tell Sir Mark ? Oh, 'tis all very well for 
you to say that ; wait till you have a husband who 
puts on his silver spectacles to look at you when you 
don't know which way to scramble out of a scrape I 
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A Job's comforter you are, Rose ! Of course he is rich, 
and kind too, but he hates parting with his money, 
and he was always against these investments — so 
old - fashioned ; and suppose I do fling myself on 
my knees and bathe his, shoe-buckles with tears, 
I know I shall die of fright That creature is ready 
to swear that I am on the point of eloping with a 
paltry villain — one of her hangers-on — who had the 
audacity to presume on my amiability to make me 
a declaration at that horrid gala of hers. You don't 
know Sir Mark ; he may turn me out of the house, 
and my knees are shaking like a jelly already." 

"You'll make your ancestors ashamed of you, 
Myrtillal Come, we will take you to Sir Mark's 
door, and you'll find him your best friend. He has 
not been happy in his mind since that ball, and you 
can make him so with a word. He adores you." 

" That is true," sighed Myrtilla, " and well he may, 
such a good wife as I am to him." 

She allowed herself to be persuaded. Jane declared 
that she was not much afraid of Sir Mark, and would 
stop in the crack of the door in case he became very 
ferocious, and the three descended the stairs together. 

Sir Mark was sitting up very stiff and correct, 
glasses on nose, with a broad sheet of news before 
him. In measured accents he bade his wife enteri 
and bring her sisters with her. Intelligence was 
flying about like starlings going to roost, the broad 
sheets snatched limp from the Press as fast as they 
could be printed. 

"What I foresaw has occurred," stated Sir Mark. 
" The catastrophe " — which he pronounced as a word 
of three syllables — " of the century has taken place. 
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I fear, young ladies, that your esteemed father is 
hit" 

" Shot ! " cried Jane tempestuously. " Papa shot ? " 

Sir Mark waved his hand in mild rebuke. "The 
South Sea Bubble has burst, and ruined a vast 
number of credulous persons." 

" Oh, that is all ! " Jane remarked 

Myrtilla made a little rush, and went down on 
her knees. 

Roseia and Jane slipped out of the room. 

"This may mean a terrible misfortune for papa," 
Roseia said. "I am afraid he has been anxious 
about it for two or three weeks." 

They were in the dressing-room when light steps 
came scurrying up the stairs, the door was flung 
open, and in darted Lady Beamish radiant with 
smiles. 

"A succis fouy dear loves!" she cried. "Never 
was a better chosen minute — ^he was so pleased with 
himself. I am so thankful 'tis over. Rose, when you 
marry choose a perfect gentleman, there's nothing 
like it! Would you believe it, the Hon. Mrs 
Alexander has lost a huge sum in the Mulberry 
Gardens! She sent in a billet to Sir Mark, who 
always esteemed her a model of discretion, as well 
as remarkably genteel. Bless her! Tiresome, vain 
old put, with her spiteTul monkey, ill-tempered parrot, 
and pious companion ! I forgot — ^there is a person 
asking for Miss Meredyth, of the name of Baxter. 
You can see him, if you wish it, in the little parlour." 

Jane bounded to her feet. " Are you sure, sister, 
he did not ask for me ? " 

Myrtilla burst out laughing. "Oh, Jenny, you 
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pert puss! But you may as well keep Rose 
company, so then he cannot pay court to her. He 
seems a queer fish." 

Jane looked haughty, and took Roseia by the 
arm. As they went downstairs she said : " I do not 
always like Myrtilla's London ways. As if such a 
silly affair as paying court could possibly occur to 
Mr Baxter! He is not a gentleman, and he has 
too much sense." 

"So he has, Jane. I think he may bring news 
of Stella." 

Roseia was right, but she did not anticipate how 
bad the news would be. Mr Baxter's greetings were 
in an unusually subdued key. 

"London's for all the world like a burst -up 
bladder," he remarked gloomily. "All the darlings 
who popped their pin-money into red and yellow 
fireworks, are swooning, and crying their bright 
peepers out. A guinea to a turnip 'twill be a 
business cutting down the gulls that hang them- 
selves to-day! The soldiery are marching off half 
the Members o* Parliament to the Tower — that'll 
stop their talk for a bit; and that sweet cherub 
Mistress Stella is ill abed clamouring for her beloved 
sisters, so I've a hackney coach waiting for you, 
fair ones, if so be you can give Sir Starch Stiffness 
the slip." 

"We'll go if Stella needs us," said Roseia, "but 
I will first ask leave." 

" And if 'tis refused, Mistress Rose ? " 

" Why, then, we must take French leave." 

" Sparkie-spirited like all the Meredyths!" cried 
Tom. 
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"I say the same, Rose," said Miss Jane. "Sir 
Mark has one of us in a gilded cage, and thaf s 
enough." 

It proved that Sir Mark was not to be cajoled 
twice within an hour; to make amends for having 
been lenient with his pretty wife, he was stem 
with her sisters. If they visited the disobedient 
daughter, they must not enter his house again. 
Lady Beamish must be preserved from the con- 
tamination of rebellion. " I regret, but I cannot 
retract," he added. "I fear this headstrong wilful- 
ness of yours. Miss Roseia, may bring you to 
ruin." 

So they thanked him for all his kindness, and 
wished Myrtilla good-bye. 

Men were bawling the latest news as they jolted 

through the streets, and faces were noticeably grave 

in the solemn or excited knots at comers ; but 

Stella was their only genuine care, and when they 

arrived in Villiers Street their hearts sank. Martha, 

whose air of cockney assurance amazed them, took 

them upstairs; and as they passed the open door 

of the parlour in which they had visited Stella 

Jane caught sight of the bull-finch hunched 

ly on his perch, head on one side, apparently 

over the cup-and-ball lying dusty beside his 

No one had found time to supply the pet 

th water or seed. 

two girls exchanged glances, with tears in 
^es. 

! " cried Martha, " who was to give a thought 
dicky-bird when night after night we were 
up ? You fine ladies leaving your own flesh 
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and blood to strangers — ^and not a penny-piece to be 
seen — I've no patience with it ! " 

All Martha's "w's" were 'Vs" — a mode that old 
ballads show prevailed even in the seventeenth century. 

Stella lay in a miserable attic, her profile white as 
alabaster and sadly wasted, sunk in the unbleached 
pillow, in a wild cloud of dark hair: the once so 
dearly cherished girl in frowsy, comfortless squalor. 

She murmured: "Rose — Rose — ^Jenny" — ^without 
strength for more. Jane fell a-sobbing violently, and 
finished out on the dark landing. Martha followed 
her, and said as she passed on : " Better late than 
never, as they say; I'll help all I can now I know 
there's some one to pay the 'pothecary and the 
funeral." 

Jane uttered a wail, and stopped her ears. 

" The gentleman be waiting to know what to do." 
said Martha, shaking Jane's elbows to attract her 
attention. Upon that the young lady scampered 
down stairs to find that Baxter had attended to the 
wants of the bull-finch, and was trying to induce it to 
whistle a duet with him. 

He laid a meditative finger along his aspiring nose. 
"Mistress Jane," he began confidentially, "this is a 
dog-hole for the likes of the fair sick one. There's my 
dear old gossip in Bishopsgate Street — my mother 
by the same token — who loves a sick person as the 
de — as a dog loves a marrow bone. Bring the two 
together, and hey presto ! the trick's done. She has 
leave to take a lodger or two, but what with 
industrious apprentices out all the day, and idle ones 
all the night, she has not chanced on a likely one — 
not sick enough for her, or too drunk." 
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"Why, 'tis the Finger of Heaven!" cried Miss 
Jane. "We are turned away from Sir Mark's door, 
and can all go there." 

Roseia was consulted, and Stella persuaded to let 
her out of her sight for a while to ensure a happier 
condition of affairs. But Mrs Walker had her say. 
She declared that one hundred and fifteen pounds 
seven-and-sixpence was owing to her, and if she 
could not lay hands on the fine gentleman who 
brought the young lady there, she, "the flippity-jig 
of a miss " herself, should be cast into the Fleet prison 
for debt, so soon as she was well enough to leave 
her bed. "And she — palmed off as a married 
madam! A shame to cheat a poor honest woman 
so!" 

Roseia's head spun for the moment, and she 
had opened her lips to reply — ^she scarce knew what 
— to this horrid insolence, when Mr Baxter stepped 
forward. 

" Ma'am," he said politely, but fixing a diabolical 
gaze on the termagant's face — "ma'am, permit a 
humble reminder that there is such a thing as the 
stocks for those who rail against their betters. The 
trifling debt owing to you shall be settled through 
the attorney of the high family you have to deal 
with. Quality, like Squire Meredyth of Sothemwood 
Castle in the County o' Gloucester, don't soil their 
hands with such dirt, and Mrs Stella Carmillion, who 
was wed by special licence at St Catherine's Church, 
Somerset, to a quality popinjay too exalted even to 
look after his beautiful lady, save by proxy — ^the 
pride and darling of her stately home, clean forgot 
this low London fashion of paying down in coin for 
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things. Lord bless you, at the Castle she had a 
swarm o' gilded lackays and a flock o' waiting-women 
to attend on her, not to mention a chaplain, a lady 
housekeeper, and a beadle or two." 

The woman stared for a moment, and then said : 
" ril take my money in low coin , thank'y, and not in 
words." 

But Tom's oration impressed her, and they heard 
no further incivility. 



CHAPTER XIV 

A RIFLED TOMB 

To quit Stella was hard, but it had to be done. 
" Tis heaven to see your face, Rose," the poor girl 
murmured, holding her sister's hand. But she was 
gasping and fainting in the stifling heat of that close 
garret, and there was no time to be lost 

Tom had run off" to acquaint his mother with the 
state of affairs, and before he was out of the house, 
Mrs Baxter had out blankets and sheets from among 
the lavender, and put them to air — looking the very 
pink of healthy purity herself, and smiling over the 
notion of having a sick young woman to cosset. 

Roseia knew what a daring impropriety it was for 
her to go alone to " The Three Crowns " in Holbom, 
and she did it — her dainty dignity covering up her 
trepidation. 

Mr Meredyth was sitting alone in his private room, 
his despatch box open before him, the table strewn 
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with papers, but his pen flung aside, and his head 
buried in his hands. 

He started up when the knock came at the door, 
and when it opened to admit the young girl, her 
lovely face very pale, the soft hazel eyes gleaming 
with the courage of her love, he cried out in- 
credulously: "Roseia! What does this mean? I 
did not summon you." 

" No, papa ; but I have come of my own accord, 
because we are all in such trouble." 

"Trouble!" he repeated, as if he was thinking 
aloud, and beginning to walk up and down the 
room. "There is nothing else but trouble for the 
future. I have ruined my children, but I will not 
have them curse me to my face. Child! Go — it 
kills me to see you." 

"Papa, whatever has happened your children will 
always love you, and honour you. They could as 
well leave off breathing as forget that ! But one of 
your poor girls is ill, and very unhappy — cannot you 
find it in your heart to forgive her? Stella is ill in 
a most wretched lodging, and cannot be moved 
until " 

''Silence! Did I not command that you should 
not name that unhappy girl before me?" In his 
agitation he struck the table with his fist. 

" Pray hear me, sir ! " cried Roseia, trembling. 

" I say, I will not hear you ! It is only our nearest 
who can deal a blow to a man's honour — my honour 
has sufifered! It is beyond your comprehension; 
you must accept what I say. To double the betrayal, 
she chose — before the honour of her family, before 
her duty to me — an infamous scoundrel capable of 
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trafficking in his sovereign's blood. This I have 
ascertained. I have sworn that so long as she bears 
that dastard's name she is dead to me. I am ashamed 
to show my face on the Bench in my own county. 
I tell you, girl, that the best thing that could have 
happened would have been for Mr Dennys to have 
called me out, and run me through the heart He 
forebore, because he is a gentleman of high principles 
and humanity, for the sake of my family. I wish to 
God he had been less scrupulous!" 

" Sir, she is deserted and in want " Roseia 

broke in. 

But John Meredyth's nerves were too highly 
agitated, his mind too excited for him to hear or 
comprehend. He went on, speaking loudly and 
quickly, as he paced the floor — gesticulating with 
his hands as his ancient Celtic blood flamed up. 

" Dishonour on every side — distraction which ever 
way I turn ! Go, child, go ! I have much to think of, 
and I cannot bring my mind to bear. Leave me, I am 
in no condition to see, or be seen. Not another word. 
I ask one thing only of my children — obedience. 
I go down to Sothernwood to-morrow, and have much 
to settle. Good heavens ! I pray I may not go mad. 
You should not have come here, return to your 
sister's coach — go ! God bless you, child." He turned 
sharply, entered an adjoining room, and locked the 
door. 

With tears of disappointment welling in her 
eyes Roseia crept away. "But Stella shall be 
saved I " 

" Honour." There was the sting ! An antiquated 
bundle as modem notions go, and the ancient heritage 
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of the chivalry that sweetened the world gets tossed 
into the lumber - room ! It meant all that lifted 
human life out of the ruck, and ennobled that which 
did not come within the very arcanum of religion. 
The family name and possessions were part of it, 
the family arms — representing the honour of the dead, 
the sacred past, the pledge of high aims to be handed 
on like the fiery cross, the pledge of loyalty to Church 
and State. It was the poetry of symbols, and the old 
intense respect for the blood-bond — and the sum of 
it all was " Honour." 

And the haircloth side of that cloth-of-gold — or the 
shark's teeth in the bundle — was just what was filling 
Roseia Meredyth's heart with anguish, and tearing 
her father's to pieces, for a more affectionate parent 
never lived. 

" If he could only see her, oh, how sorry he would 
be for his harshness ! " 

The wasted, transparent face with the restless 
heartache in it, the fluttering porcelain hands that 
haunted her, would surely have won Stella's pardon, 
and scattered pride and stem resolution to the winds — 
the winds of heaven whence angel hands might gather 
them transmuted into tender prayer ! 

One resource remained to her, and love would not 
have been the deep pure spring within her that it 
was, had not a mystic joy blended with the thought 
that she might associate Harry Alexander with her 
in the blessed task of saving Stella. 

She ran into the mean house where Stella lay, 
fainting in the oppressive atmosphere — for about the 
time of " Bamaby bright " and St Bartholomew's Fair 
London used to swelter in the heat — and to her joy 
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found Mr Baxter playing on his flute to the bull-finch, 
who seemed to like it 

" Mr Baxter ! " she cried, " please take me at once 
to Bishopsgate Street ! Do you know why ? — nay, but 
rU tell you. Tve made up my mind that for Stella's 
sake, I needs must " — she carefully shut the door at 
this juncture — " I must take out the jewels ;. I 
suppose we can sell some of them in London ? " 

"I fancy," responded Tom, "there's a better way 
of doing the trick ; 'tis called by some pawning — 
but more stylishly, 'popping.* My uncle for those 
pretty sparklers is a high-flier in Goldsmith's 
Row." 

Roseia was mystified, but she had complete con- 
fidence in Mr Baxter. 

" Then we will go at once," she said, longing to get 
back to Stella. "And I know you will manage 
to get the money for me ; won't you, sir ? " 

" I promise that, fair one. Lordy, you couldn't 
do a wiser thing! I've a notion the Captain had 
this very matter in his eye, for he knew well enough 
what a bit o' embroidered clout the Star of Sothem- 
wood wedded. He ripped up his arm for him, soon 
after that birth-night ball at Syston Court — just 
showed the cock that his life was at his mercy, you 
understand — I could have wished he had neatly 
spoilt his beauty for him ; it would have spared all 
the pother." 

"Oh, so they fought? That dainty fop! Why, 
Captain Alexander could have made mince-meat 
of him!" 

"So he could, my dear — I mean Mistress Rose! 
Sausage-meat ! Such a wrist, such a steady eye, as 
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our Harry hath! But what is there he could not 
do sith he put his mind to it!" 

" I know it — ^who could help seeing that he is that 
kind of man ? I wish you would tell me, Mr Baxter 
— I am so fond of stories of adventure — some of the 
brave, exciting, dangerous, chivalrous adventures you 
and he have gone through together." 

" Lordy, if I began, I should talk till Christmas ! 
And here we are in Bishopsgate Within. D'ye hear 
that howl round the comer ? Tis neither wolves nor 
starving hounds, but a pack o' zanies who have been 
robbed and stript — ^hooting before the South Sea 
House, which is barricaded tightly, with soldier men 
at the gates — muskets loaded up to the muzzle." 

Mrs Baxter received them with delight, but a glance 
beyond them for Stella. " What I come without the 
sweet lamb ? " she said with concern. " Do not tell 
me, ma'am, she can't be moved ! I'll see to it." 

" Goody," said Tom, " I'm going to carry her here 
myself, as the Lord what's-his-name did the rich 
merchant's heiress — in a baker's basket — they that has 
a painted tomb in St Helen's, over the way. But just 
now this fair lady and me have some business to get 
through. The devices o' wicked men, but especially 
women, have to be jockied — I mean confounded — 
before Mrs Stella is free to come here." 

" Heaven send her health and patience ! Deary 
me, son Tom, I have been wearying to ask you about 
it all ! Sure, you might have broke it to me, that the 
Captain had wedded a wife ! My Harry — and not to 
know it till she alighted from her glass coach, and 
stepped in all a-glitter with fine gold, bringing to mind 
Solomon's temple — ape, and all, for under her arm 
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was a squit of a monkey. But, madam, you must 
know that I have been used to the high quality ; and 
when she graciously declared that she was his wife, 
and sent by him — why, I could have wept. Oh, my 
Harry, thought I, there is no telling how blind a man 
can be till it comes to a woman ! * I've come from his 
lordship,* quoth she^ Ah, I perceive you know the 
truth, madam, so no harm ; but since none outside 
the family — let be Squire Trotman and thee — are in 
the secret, you might have knocked me down with 
a lavender spike." 

Tom was fumbling in a drawer for the key of the 
church. He cast a look of quizzical consternation 
towards Miss Meredyth, as he said: "So the lady 
made herself quite at home, Goody ? " 

" Aye, to be sure. * Tm his Countess,' says she, and 
must go over the house and into the church, though 
whether to say her prayers is not for me to decide — 
though she excused my going in with her, as she 
wished to pray for the Earl against his enemies. Alack ! 
my Harry — if so I may call him, who gave the breast 
to the sweet babe — sure enough his worst enemy is — 
but there, we are all miserable sinners ! " 

" So you left her in the church. Goody ? " 

" That did I. The lace on her bodice — oh, I know 
good lace when I see it — and it might have led me 
astray," such a quality appearance it hath! So the 
Captain has wedded a wealthy dame ? " 

" Oh, there's gilding ! " said Tom. " I've seen a gilt 
sign over a stall at Bartlemy Fair. Now, mother, go 
and set out your currant wine and lady's fingers for 
Mistress Rose, while she looks round the church to 
admire Sir John's noble tomb." 

T 
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As soon as he and Roseia were alone, he drew a 
long face, his eyebrows up near his hair, his flexible 
mouth puckered and turned askew. 

" What d*ye say, Mistress Rose ? " he began. " I 
smell sulphur burning-blue forked tail and hoofs to 
accord. Kitty's the very — I hope she may ride up 
the Heavy Hill yet" 

"She could only discover the hiding-place by 
magic," said Roseia. 

Tom ran to the Oteswich tomb, slid back the 
movable slab, and plunged his hands into the space. 
It was empty. 

He and Roseia faced one another with blank looks 
for a minute, then she said : " Yes, 'tis true. Captain 
Alexander has been robbed — and oh, my dear Stella ! " 

" rd almost swing for to get thicky box out o' Kitty's 
clutches," said Tom thoughtfully. " But by hook or 
by crook, we'll get out, Mistress Stella. When I set 
my mind to it, I'm a rare hand at courting. I'll court 
Mistress Walker, and terrify her at the same time. 
After that — Kitty my charmer ! " 

They returned to Mrs Baxter in what Tom observed 
was a very Christian mood, certainly one in which 
Kitty's superior cleverness was acknowledged. 

" I'm a'most sure by the look o' you, I did wrong 
to believe that madam," said the good woman regret- 
fully. " She comes out with somewhat tucked under 
her mantle, and her chin set back in the fat of it, and 
a wag in her walk. * You're a faithful retainer of his 
lordship's, Baxter,' says she, * and I wish you a good 
day.' She'd a pack o' saucy serving-men hanging 
about the door, so what could I do ? " 

" I am sure you are not to blame, Mrs Baxter," 
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Roseia said cordially. " She spoke the truth about — 
a marriage. So you see she had a certain right to 
be here, for the law can make a wrong right, it seems." 

" My Harry, sure, was bom under an unlucky star. 
He's away in Scotland now, where he owns a castle — 
leastways a lonesome tower — in that terrible wild 
country. They tell me savages are Christians there, 
but I wouldn't be too sure. Ah, they do very wrong 
to call the master a wizard for peeping at the stars 
through a long spy-glass ; he always was one for the 
open air, and staring up at the heavens." 

" Many's the licking we've had for sleeping under 
haystacks instead o' stuffed into curtains and feather 
beds — meaning the Captain as to them," said Tom 
pensively. "Ma'am, I'm at your service, as ever. 
'Tis tally ho ! after a sly fox, but well dig the vixen 
out yet." 



CHAPTER XV 

KITTY RETURNS TO COLE'S FARM 

That night John Meredyth awoke with a violent 
start, as if a hand had been laid on his throat. His 
first thought was for his pistols, but an instantaneous 
impression followed as of a voice speaking — though 
he knew that plain as it was it was from within, not 
from without. " Will you let your child die ? " 

In a burst of remorseless self-reproach it all came 
back to him. Roseia had said, " Stella is very ill, and 
in want," and he had paid no attention. Stella's 
sweet face rose up in the darkness — Stella herself — 
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the lovely, blue-eyed, happy child — the beautiful, 
winning girl, gay and sentimental by turns — 
admired by all, yet unspoilt — that is to say, in parental 
eyes. 

And now she was sick and alone in London — ^this 
dainty one among his " hen-and-chicken daisies," as 
his wife had called them. Barely eighteen, and an 
unhappy, it may be deserted, wife, and he who had 
ruined his children, gambling away their birthright, 
had been hard on her! After all, was worthy Mr 
Dennys a suitable husband for a young girl of so 
much sensibility ? 

Yesterday he had imagined he had touched trouble's 
lowests depths : but now remorse was added twofold, 
and before long he was suffering still more acutely, 
for on calling in Berkeley Square he was told that the 
two girls had left. Lady Beamish had taken for 
granted that they were with him. " What ? Turned 
from the door of their relative — two young girls 
alone in London ! Sir Mark should answer for this 
scandalous behaviour." 

Snatching his hat, he ran out, leaving Myrtilla 
so surprised that she opened her pretty mouth wide, 
and forgot to shut it, till the door banged. 

Mr Meredyth paced the pavement in an agony of 
apprehension, and then took coach for Secretary 
Cragg's residence, to find the shutters up, and a 
couple of mutes at the door. He wandered for some 
hours seeking a clue to their whereabouts, and when 
he got back at length to Holbom, he found a letter 
from Roseia explaining that they were all safe and 
kindly cared for in the house adjoining St Martin's 
Oteswich Church, Then his tears had their way, and 
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he felt himself again. "I forgot my duty to my 
dead saint," he told himself, " and by the mercy of 
heaven I was permitted to hear her voice." 

Away with an impious oath ! He would gather 
his little lost sheep in with the flock and all be happy 
together, though fortune had gone. 

As he was driving to Bishopsgate an idea entered 
his eighteenth-century head that would shock this 
twentieth century, but on which he asked — and won 
— ^a blessing. But of that presently. 

Tom Baxter sat down to the siege of Mrs Walker's 
temper and avarice, and bombarded her till she sur- 
rendered. He hinted at small-pox, that dreaded 
scourge by which every third person was marked ; he 
brought Captain Alexander's plate in pledge ; and he 
flattered her outrageously. 

His next business was to call on Lady Stirling, 
whom he knew to be one of the heavy losers in the 
great Bubble. 

A post-chaise was at her door, the house-door ajar, 
and not a servant of all her late swarm to be seen. 
So Mr Baxter walked into that emptiness and silent 
disarray. 

" Appears to my simple mind as if our green bay 
tree had felt the chopper's hardest stroke," he said 
to himself " I do believe I've caught her by a hair's- 
breadth!" 

He opened the only door that did not gape wide. 
There stood Kitty in a travelling habit and plumed 
hat in the act of tossing off a bumper of wine. Two 
champagne bottles, their necks broken, stood on the 
table, with brandy. Her face looked dull-red and 
sodden. 
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Tom's lightning-quick glance spied out among a 
medley of bc^gage, a square box tied up in a bandana, 
the size and shape of the missing jewel casket 

She gave a violent start when he entered, for she 
had ruined her fine nerve. 

"To old times!" Tom exclaimed, filling and 
tossing off a glass of champagne. " Fair Kitty is 
my only joy." 

" The Countess of Stirling, if you please, sir." 

"Noble lady, I have very respectfully to inform 
you that a couple of Bow Street runners are waiting 
my bidding outside. 'Tis about that little affair of 
the diamond necklace of Lady Carmillion's." 

" I defy you to prove it, wretch ! " 

" Delay might be the deuce and all to pay just 
now, Kitty— eh?" 

She glowered upon him like a yellow cat facing 
an alert terrier. 

"The game's up, Kitty, but you're a well pluck't 
one, and I hope you have had your fun out of it All 
your gaudy scaramouches have gone off — I wager with 
all they could lay hands on. The stage-play is over. 
No more picking up gold and silver on Tom Tiddler's 
ground. Milady, you and I had best come shortly to 
terms. You must get out of London, or you'll be 
in the Marshalsea. Hand me over thicky box with 
the rubies in it, and I'll see you off." 

" Insolent fool, how dare you ! " screamed Kitty, 
stamping. " I expect a friend every minute — I'll see 
that you don't quit this house alive!" 

"Beau Carmillion! No, Kitty, no — ^Tom Baxter 
has dealt with that sort 'o rubbish by the basketful. 
So you take him with you ? Well, you're old friends, 
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and the odds ain't whether a foors a fool, but whether 
he's the fool you want" 

"I'd as soon you came with me, but a woman 
can't travel alone." 

"Lordy, you are a sly one, Kitty ! I like you for* 
it, for my motto is work- it strong, and if slyness is 
your dodge, why, beat 'em all at it" 

He shot out an arm, and took possession of the 
box modestly hiding in a silk handerchief. The 
weight confirnfied his belief, 

Kitty made a dart at him, both hands clawing 
the air, but a push sent her kicking and screaming 
on to an ottoman. 

She fell into the racing stable language she had 
acquired early in life — a surprising burst of curses. 

"'Tis sweet to think that all that was bottled 
up inside mum, demure Kitty Pricker when she stood 
behind my Lady Carmillion's chair," observed Mr 
Baxter. He poured out a dose of brandy and offered 
it to her. Mechanically she drained it, and then 
swore at him again. 

He put the casket under his arm, and walked 
quietly out of the house. 

When Tracy Carmillion, after waiting an hour 
to be picked up, came in search of Kitty, he found 
her stretched on the door-mat. 

She did not wake up till they were well on 
their way out of London. He wished to cross by 
Dover, but she insisted on Bristol. It was firmly in 
her head — in a fog of Nantz brandy as that was, and 
yet full of brute obstinacy — that now Captain Ben 
dared not show his face in Box, she might secure the 
gold she knew to be hidden away at Cole's Farm. 
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Carmillion thought it risky, but on the whole worth 
while, for if Kitty were caught it did not matter to 
him ; but his creditors would certainly make London 
very hot for him at present, so he thought a tour 
with her would pass away a few months, and she 
always managed to have money. The gaming tables 
of France or Italy might provide more. 

The sun was low on the evening they left their 
post-chaise at "The Queen's Head," in Box village, 
and walked on up the lane to Cole's Farm. There 
was a rank growth of green things about the tumble- 
down building, all of whose windows were boarded 
up except those that were merely broken. 

Kitty made her way boldly through the lush g^ass 
and dibris^ and into the panelled parlour, where the 
charred remains of a last year's fire shared the hearth 
with pieces of rusty iron. 

She crossed the rotten floor, and with a tool 
she had brought deftly wrenched out a piece of 
the wainscot under the window. 

She knelt to do this, and plunging her hands 
into the space drew out, with a cry of greedy satis- 
faction, a heavy leather bag. 

Carmillion watched intently, stooping forward, 
with his hands in his breeches pockets. At that 
same moment he was felled to the ground by a violent 
blow on the back of his head from a chubbed 
blunderbuss. 

Captain Ben in his stocking feet, not troubling 
to remove his pipe from between his teeth, stood 
there with something like a grin on his sullen face. 

" At last, you jade ! " he said slowly. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THE SPINNER IS SPINNING FOR THE 
ROSE OF MEREDYTH 

The old pedlar Time, whose pack-horses are ladened 
with the wares we pay a high price for, had made 
the up- and down- hill journey of two years, since John 
Meredyth sold Sothernwood and broke his heart. 

His eldest son bore his misfortune bravely after 
the first shock, and had a pair of Colours bought 
for him by his godmother Quirina Blanchard. 

Mr Meredyth carried out the notion that had 
sprung into his head, when he thought he might be 
too late to save Stella. He had a Gloucestershire 
living in his own gift, and he took Orders, and in 
some ingenious way peculiar to that century 
presented himself to it. There was no meddling 
Press to thrust inquisitorial thumbs into other folks' 
pies, and not only was no one one penny the 
worse, but the whole village was much the better 
for the arrrangement. 

Roseia, Stella, and Jane were on a visit to Lady 
Mary Alexander at Cheney Court, and Mrs Blanchard 
had driven over for a two o'clock dinner on a soft 
grey day at the end of February, when a quiet, 
unimaginable sweetness pervaded that delectable 
land. 

" If I had been at hand, Stella would never have 
had that long illness," said Mrs Quirina tartly, with 
emphatic nods of her beaver hat, " Pack o' fools ! 
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With raspberry leaves, barberry bark, and agrimony, 
I warrant Fd have set her up on her feet in 
three weeks — ^the best brandy, one quart to two of 
claret — nothing to touch that ! So, Roseia, you ain't 
married yet? — nor, for the matter of that, is Francis 
Drake. That silly old trot, his mother, still thinks 
you tried to run off with a distinguished foreigner 
that night! Well, well, Providence has sent you 
all teaching enough to learn you wisdom, but. Lord ! 
there's no forcing it into some skulls. When I 
said to my good friend John Meredyth, * Come, you 
and yours, and live at St Catherine's, and share 
all she's got with a tiresome old woman who loves 
you,' he must needs refuse on the ridiculous plea 
that 'tis his duty now to work for his bread." 

"Health, peace, and competence, with God's 
blessing," murmured little Lady Mary enthusiasti- 
cally. "So very sweet and right!" 

" There's slush on the road and mire in the lane," 
quoth Mrs Blanchard, gathering up her knitting, 
"and Dunstable more crochety than ever, so I'll 
not tarry, if your ladyship will permit me to send 
for Jacob." 

Roseia and Jane set forth for a ride at the same 
time. The stout galloway bearing the two broad 
backs, and the best cap in a band-box, went jogging 
in one direction, while they turned up the lane in 
another. Roseia wore a dove-coloured habit with 
silver buttons, Jane, a cherry-colour — both of them 
cocked hats with black plumes — a very pretty couple 
to meet in Abbots Coomb Lane 1 

Spring was taking her first peep through her 
eyelashes at the dear brown world, and the wide 
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sky wore every hue of silver and pearl that goes 
by the one name — grey. 

They passed the "Three Cups" tavern snuggled 
into its nook at the top of Alcombe Lane, and quiet 
enough with its ordinary customers, a waggoner or 
two, and higher up the hill came to Patience 
Watkins' low brown tent, with a blue curl of smoke 
beside it. 

"Tm sure Patience must miss papa's best snuff," 
Jane remarked ; " 'tis stronger than this that I have 
stole of Lady Mary." 

The tall gipsy rose out of her lair and sauntered 
up to them. 

" Look ye in the silent pool," she said in her sing- 
song voice. " The Spinner is a-spinning for ye." 

" Good or ill ? " asked Roseia. 

" The rose is red." 

She took the twist of snuff, and was gone. Perhaps 
that was the last time they ever saw her, for the 
following winter her sail-cloth covering was blown 
away in a great gale, and that with a deluge of 
cold rain was the death of the lone Welsh gipsy. 

The new owners of Sothemwood Castle were in 
Italy, and the house shut up. Jane was very anxious 
to go into the grounds once more, Roseia shrank 
from it. But the silent pool was there. 

"Not to mind Patience Watkins," said Jane 
solemnly, "is as bad as seeing the new moon 
through glass, or getting out of bed left foot fore- 
most. Let us remember we are Meredyths, and 
be brave." 

So they turned in from the Fossway through the 
tall iron gates, and paced silently down the avenue. 
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where the faint mist of promise gave a warm tint to 
leafless boughs. 

Theirs no longer the old trees Meredyths had 
planted — theirs no longer the old towers that had 
watched the Welsh border for centuries, and the 
new ones built for those to come ! 

" The Lord gave," but alack ! Mammon had " taken 
away ! " 

The ragged black lion pawing the air on the 
Rose-room floor had fallen into the hands of the 
Saxon again, in spite of his broken chain. A 
thought darted simultaneously into the minds of 
the two girls: "If only it had been lost for the 
King!" 

But from first to last not one dfsloyal word 
concerning their father passed the lips of John 
Meredyth's children. 

The broad pool below the cliff was faintly shining 
between the stone balustrade and overhanging 
branches when Roseia and Jane came to it by the 
steep winding path through the copse. Though 
practical rooks and idealistic wood-pigeons were 
busy setting up house, and a full orchestra joined 
in with the chorus from the tops of trees and ivied 
walls, the place seemed silent. 

It was the kind of silence that is deepest in a 
church where the dead of far-off days lie in their 
leaden shrouds. In the place of merry laughter 
and familiar voices, there is something of that 
spiritual silence — ^when you listen unconsciously — 
and stillness is the answer. 

Their hearts were heavy within them when they 
sat on the parapet, and looked down into the clear 
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water rippling round this favourite nook of theirs, 
a small bower jutting out into the silent pool. 

"Well, Jenny," Roseia said, "the Spinner is not 
here." 

Jane was peering over into the water. " I am not 
so sure," she answered. " I think I see her spindle 
twirling. Listen ! " 

" A herdsman or garden-boy." 

Quick steps came crunching over sticks and dead 
leaves, and a lively though scarcely melodious strain 
surprised their ears. The tune was " Lillibulero- 
bulen-a-la." 

Jane sprang from her perch, and clapped her 
hands, then she looked frightened and whispered: 
"The ghost of Mr Baxter!" 

In Roseia's eyes there shone a mystery of 
brightness. 

The branches were swept aside, and Mr Baxter's 
own wizen, leathery, but vivacious visage craned 
through the aperture. 

"Sylvan nymphs, by my lucky star!" cried the 
cracked and cheery voice of Mr Thomas Baxter. 
"Lordy, this is prime!" 

"How in the world? — but we took you for a 
ghost, Mr Baxter ! " cried the enraptured Jane. 

" For sure, you knew better than to think I should be 
made a ghost of for nothing, Mistress Jane ! " returned 
Tom reproachfully. " How came I here ? A word 
from that daft old girl in the lane. Lord love her ! — 
you mustn't despise her cant ! As the Sunday verse 
has it — *as pants the heart' — and my heart led me 
hither, so here we are — two fair sylphs and a frog 
in the middle, brought into a ring fence in spite of 
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eternal good-byes. Heigh ho! This sweet honour- 
able spot looks but daddicky — ^Itke as if the very trees 
and stones were asking leave to odds (shift) the 
strangers out o' it I fancied a musical elegy would 
be the thing, and I out with my flute, but I choked. 

"Lordy, Mistress Jane, to see thee perking there, 
sprack as ever, and on the road to being a toast and a 
beauty — I could dance a jig on a tight-rope ! Look 'ee 
in that curdled looking-glass below where the wagtails 
are dipping. If I don't see a great red rose twirling, 
and myrtle flowers thick as daisies ! " 

"Oh, where, where?" cries Miss Jane, running 
round to have a better view. 

Mr Baxter seemed brimful of sentiment, but 
yet there was a twinkle in his eye. "I've never 
piped up a dance, Mistress Jane," he ran on, " without 
a thought flipt away to the nimblest foot in 
Gloucestershire." 

He took out his flute, and with infinite contortions 
b^[an to tootle "Miss Betsy's Frolic," then broke 
off" suddenly to exclaim: "Did ever a body see 
finer toeing, heeling, and shuffling than at that 
Midsummer Eve bonfire? I've cocked my humble 
hat in foreign parts where the frogs are always 
footing it, but for a true sparkie-spirited jig I back 
English greensward ! " 

" You have not told us yet where you come from, 
Mr Baxter," said Roseia, craving for news. 

"'Twas no ill wind, I trust, that blew me here," 
was Tom's elusive response, as he carefully polished 
his flute. "So they took and hanged Captain Ben 
at last! Aye, 'twas kindly done at the cross-roads 
to Mill Lane, where in windy weather they hoped 
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the clanking o' the chains and the whistle o' the 
tarry shroud might carry to Cheney Court, that her 
ladyship might take comfort o' nights knowing 
that a nasty cantankerous villain was tied up tight 
at last But she took a disrelish to it — feared it 
might aflfright her horses — so they buried him with 
a stake through him. I was sorry for that stake, 
because I had once done him a good turn, and 
perhaps he didn't forget it — but there it is ! " 

"How did they take him?" Jane asked with 
interest. 

He told the tale, though in more squeamish days 
it might have been reckoned unsuited to his 
audience. 

" — And so Madam Kitty with the genteel 
travelling companion, whose name we need not 
mention, puts up at the * Queen's Head' and walks 
to Cole's Farm, where you must know the smugglers 
resort who run grain across this country." 

" I know that very well." 

" A matter of two hours later a varmint they call 
Jesse Ford was a-rabbiting down there, and he hears 
a whistle such as you make with your two fingers 
against your front teeth. Then out flies a bit of 
wood or iron from a casement, and Jesse crept 
a piece nearer. * Ho, there ! ' cries a voice. * Hie 
away to the " Three Cups," and let them know that 
Captain Ben has come back, and would like a visit 
from 'em.' The voice was Kitty's, locked up there. 
* He's drunk,' she says. * And you shall have a 
shilling.' Kitty was never too liberal with her coin 
in that way. So off runs the lad, and back come 
the farmers and the beadle, and cow -men and 
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herdsmen, and shepherds, with bill-hooks and pitch- 
forks and a magistrate's warrant, and a celebrated 
herb doctor in the midst in case o' witchcraft, though 
he didn't like it on account o' the moon being in 
the wrong quarter (however it got there). The poor, 
big, blundering devil had pitched his pith brains 
against Kitty's, and owned up it was a simple thing 
to do. So they hanged him." 

"It is very shocking," said Jane sententiously, 
"and I wish there were no wicked people in the 
world." 

" I wouldn't go so far as that, my dear — Mistress 
Jane, I mean. As for the tail o' the story, you 
know very well that the genteel travelling com- 
panion's head was broke, but only so as to show 
the life the way out without any hurry, and how, 
as you wrote my old Goody, that prime beauty, 
Mistress Stella, watched like an angelic hen over 
her pretty-faced curse for a year and more, until 
the Lord pardoned and removed him. Thanks be ! " 

" Stella is well now," remarked Jane after a pause ; 
" only she seems too good to live, which is a great 

pity." 

"She's a lovely piece o' porcelain, and has a 
dimple yet." 

" Why, have you seen her ? " 

" Just for half a second, as I came by the gate o' 
Cheney Court — * Bower o' Bliss,' as you used to 
call it, Mistress Jane." 

"Ah, the strawberries and cream, and the 
syllabub!" 

" And the roses," added Roseia. *' Did you speak 
to my sister, sir ? " 
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Tom nodded rather mystically, then changed the 
subject 

"Kitty Pricker," he said, dwelling on the name, 
"she's dead — no doornail deader. Fire water the 
frogs swallow — that did it. Short and merry. A 
good riddance o' bad rubbish, yet Kitty was a well 
pluck'd one." 

He looked meditatively about him up in the air, 
with a quick sidelong slip of the eye in the direction 
of the two young faces. Roseia's was very grave, 
Jane's wondering, but placid. "She was not at 
all nice," she remarked, " if you mean the lady who 
was called Countess of Stirling, but all the same 
I hope she repented on her death-bed." 

"Ah! we'll hope so," echoed Mr Baxter piously. 
He then brightened up, and slapping his thigh for 
emphasis exclaimed: "There's not a family in the 
three shires to touch it! Here's a spate o' ruin 
bounce down on the top of 'em, and yet — cusnation ! 
up comes the whole row o' handsome faces pratty 
and cleaver as ever. God bless the house o' Meredyth 
— for a sparkie - spirited, spanking, high - bred race 
it is I" 

"Mr Baxter, what beautiful things you say!" 
cried Jane rapturously. 

Roseia thanked him in her quiet way. 

Tom made Miss Jane a beautiful bow with his 
hand on his heart. " Permit me. Mistress Jane, to add 
a word in your elegant ear. If you were proposing 
to visit the cocks and hens, or the puppies, or the 
calves even, and there might be a drop o' new milk 
to be had — why, now's the time. I've a little sort 
o' secret to impart to the Rose o' Meredyth." 

U 
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**So I must go? Well, make it as short as you 
can, Mr Baxter, for I find your company very 
agreeable." 

"Lordy, what a lass for sense you are. Mistress 
Jane ! — and an air about you ! " 

Jane snuled graciously, and ran off. 

"Quick, Mr Baxter, please!" exclaimed Roseia. 
"What is it?" 

" A whole galumping web o' falsehood and slander," 
he began seriously, ''and a tale you should know; 
Vm one o' the few who can tell it" He came out 
of a very angular pose, to tap the palm of one 
hand with the fingers of the other. " Those rubies " — 
he ran on, with seeming irrelevance — ^'^ those rubies, 
now ! Kitty took 'em out for her, and stole 'em from 
her again, and to my thinking the Honourable Mrs 
Alexander is every bit as wicked a parcel o' goods 
as Kitty herself— leastways she's the heroine o' my 
story — ^a bad story, as you'll see. Tilehurst Place 
in Berkshire was the Earl of Stirling's family seat, 
and there I had the honour of being the young heir's 
foster-brother. A more gammicky, high-sparked son 
old Berkshire never bred, and he was mercifully 
neglected by his widowed mama, who was young 
and lovely, and arrayed herself like Queen Esther. 
So we mouched together, and were birched as happily 
as could be, until time ran us on to be seventeen. 
The honourable lady had as much money as she 
could spend, the Earl having had a stroke, and it 
pleased her to make a Solomon's palace of the old 
family mansion. So she must needs send for a 
company of Italian carvers and painters, as the 
fashion o' the time was with the high quality, and 
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the head of 'em was a young fellow like a walking 
picter. Simple folk like my old Groody marvelled 
where his gold frame had got to, and some didn't 
relish a fellow-creature so proudly handsome as ever 
a prince in a silly story-book, but going about in 
a blue smock. 

"I was the sort o' lad that is everywhere when 
he isn't wanted, and Harry was away at a tutor's 
or maybe, school. They had a sort o' dough they 
fiddled into patterns for ceilings and walls, and to 
get at that was all I thought of, and that brought 
my eyes and ears where the artist-fellow was, and 
where he was you may wager she was too. As ill 
luck would have it, she had a rare finger on the 
virginals, and the Italian sang like a thrush on a 
May morning, fit to melt your very bones into joyful 
tears. Likewise she could speak to him in his own 
glib honey patter that never came to an end. 

"Ah, Mistress Rose, you are too clever to think 
all human nature curds and cream and the catechism ! 
The music drew me like a wasp to a ripe peach, and 
I saw things that were a shame to the dying Earl, 
and the dead Captain, and the live boy — let alone 
the honourable lady. She got so taken up with 
her gallant that it came to their almost setting a 
stage play for the village, because it was like this — 
one said to another, 'You slip round by dusk, and 
you'll see what you'll see.' Then home comes Master 
Harry, who deemed the mother who slighted him 
an angel enclosed in a heaven o' gold too good for 
the likes o' a human boy. He was a happy-go-lucky 
youngster. Harry was lively as a thorough-bred 
colt, but after that he was a silent man. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



3o8 THE ROSE-SPINNER 

" In a flash it came upon him. His mother didn't 
want a son manly enough and mannerly enough to 
take the head of the board if she let him, but he was 
always kind to her. But one day — cusnation, what a 
day it was ! — thunder crackling and bursting, lightning 
zig-zagging in at the windows, air fit to stifle you. 
He'd overheard the men chattering, and so up he 
goes — ^straight into the blanc, as he always did — to 
ask the meaning of it all, and give the sack to the 
Italian. But what he saw sent him clean distraught, 
as it would any honest English lad, and — ^no words, 
but out with his little sword that we used to dig bait 
with — couteau de chasse they call it — and whips it 
clean through the fellow — ^heart or gizzard — but 
anyhow it settled his bill. You would never have 
supposed that a Christian country would have kicked 
up a to-do over spitting a foreign frog. To call 
that murder ! Why, it was mere duty to the family. 
But d'ye see, if it was to come before judges, and 
juries, and lawyers, and High Sheriff* and all the 
low posse o' constables, his lady-mother's name would 
have been haled in mud and mire throughout the land. 
Could he stand his trial then? Was he a poltroon 
and a dastard, and a mad simpleton to cut and run ? 
But there it is, and to his dying day the world will 
never know the truth o' it, and Harry Alexander will 
be a banned man." 

" He acted like the noble gentleman he is," Roseia 
said, though the words came with a sob in her 
throat She turned away, and brushed her ^y^ 
hastily with her white hand. " How could a woman 
act so cruelly to her only son ! She should have 
died of shame." 
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"She carries a lively little scorpion inside her 
breast," said Baxter. " I saw the sting of it when 
I made her surrender the rubies. She's had losses 
now, and, they say, a bit of a stroke, and Kitty made 
her look silly when she absconded. Lordy ! she 
spread it abroad that grief for her son's wickedness 
had given her the shock that laid her on a bed o' 
sickness, and the fools believed it. She raved for 
her gallant, and ever since her eyes took on that 
queer pale stare." 

" Had ever man a more unhappy fate ! Thank yoi» 
for telling me, Mr Baxter — alas ! I wish it might be 
better known, but for his sake, the shame and 
disgrace must be hid. So, he can never, never lift 
up his head." 

She beat her hands impatiently on the parapet. Oh ! 
the grief of it — the hopeless gloom ; of course he 
would never come again, and if he did, what was the 
good ? Her father would see her in her coffin sooner 
than give her to an outlawed man. 



CHAPTER XVn 

IN THE CHURCH PORCH 

The Castle clock struck, and Tom bounded up. " So 
late!" he exclaimed. "Come, Mistress Rose, the 
other nymph will be in a rage, and you should be 
getting home." 

" Home ! " repeated Roseia softly and sadly. " But 
you are iright — and home is where those we care for 
most care for us." 
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" Think you, Mistress Rose, that any young woman 
of breeding with warm blood in her veins and a 
mettlesome heart could put her lily hand in that 
of a gentleman so marked for misfortune as Harry 
Alexander?" 

"All the readier!" she answered with sudden 
passion ; " if she may take her own way — but girls 
are tied and bound. Oh, what better could a woman 
ask than to bring happiness to the man wha has her 
heart! And what a poor sort of thing compared 
with it, is to take all and give nothing. Surely the 
man who is capable of sacrificing his whole career 
for his mother's sake — a bad mother, too — is worthy 
any sacrifice a woman who — who loved him could 
make? But perhaps this is all nonsense — men are 
so proud, and he is the proudest of all — of course 
he would not accept what he might mistake for pity." 

"Ah! He might say so," said Tom drily. "We 
never know." 

During the short ride back, Roseia was very silent, 
while Tom and Miss Jane chattered until they ended 
in a huff on Mr Baxter's part because the young 
lady expressed an admiration for tall men. He 
declared it a flimsy notion for a creature of quick 
parts to hold ; the Captain was no maypole, neither 
were some others — esteemed proper fellows enough ; 
but if she had such a preference for dunderheads — 
as all overgrown lumps were — there were Gog-magc^ 
and Corineus in the Guild Hall, and he only hoped 
they were wooden-pated enough to please her ! 

When Sprite and her stable companion had been 
led back to stall and manger, Roseia began to look 
about for Stella. 
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"I am sure she would be so sorry to miss 
Mr Baxter," she said. 

Tom, who still seemed to be in a mood of 
mysteriousness fraught with significance but totally 
obscure to the unenlightened, stole nearer her, and 
remarked that he happened to know where the 
sweet creature was. 

"Gone up to that hop-o'-me-thumb church to 
meditate over the daisy quilts, and talk with the 
angels. There's too much mould about it to be 
good for a youthful widow whose duty it is to be 
thinking of beginning the world again in a more 
promising sort of a way." 

"Has she been there all this time, I wonder? 
Since you met her " 

"No, no, but 'twas there she was bent on going. 
If I was you, Mistress Rose, without presuming, I'd 
hook after her, I would, truly ! Mistress Jane don't 
need any company but her loving thoughts o' 
Gog-magog, and as for that paltry fellow Baxter " — 
here he shot a glance of fiery scorn in Jane's direction 
— "he is going to give her ladyship a toon on the 
flute. Lordy ! she loves a pretty toon just for all the 
world as if she wasn't an Earl's daughter." 

Miss Jane kept her chin up stiffly, but remarked 
that she was going to pick violets. 

Roseia had too much company in her own thoughts 
to need any other, so she sauntered out of the gates 
of Cheney Court into the brief turn of the lane that 
comprehended the village of Ditteridge — just a 
cluster of the prettiest diamond-latticed cottages in 
the world, a bright rushing spring in its own green 
bower, and a little grey church with an open bellcote 
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and a single bell. A little later on in spring, and 
you would have said that the village consisted of 
grey gables, delightful thatch, primroses, and a few 
ruddy children with yellow heads. 

Of course there were fathers too, towards evening, 
and a couple of them clumping in from the fields 
saw Roseia and Stella meet at the gate of the 
churchyard. "Them's the sort we shall see in 
Heaven," one of them said to the other. 

Roseia took sudden swift alarm on seeing her 
Stella's deep blue eyes shining with a smile so 
extraordinarily sweet and glad that she really 
might have been talking to angels. Heartwhole 
gladness has something frightening about it like 
a supernatural visitant 

" Stella, have you seen a vision ? " she asked, with 
her hand on the other's shoulder. 

" If I have," returned Stella, "you shall see it toa 
Wait, Rose. I am going into the church, and you 
must follow me in two minutes, or one and a half. 
Rosenuirysfor remembrance!' 

With quick, light steps she was gone, glancing 
back over her shoulder with that laughing look, and 
in her eyes sudden tears. Roseia did not know 
what to make of it, and with one engrossing thought 
jostling another in her preoccupied mind, she entered 
the half-open door of the porch. In the dimmed 
light a most amazing illusion suddenly bewildered 
her eyes — ^a brown head — a sleeping figure — a sprig 
of budding rosemary lying on the green sleeve. Her 
head went giddy, and she swayed, and stretched out 
her hands, hardly knowing if the solid «arth was 
still under her feet A vision? But this was flesh 
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and blood — ^her soul knew it before her brain grasped 
the marvel. Still half incredulous she knelt beside 
that tired-out wayfarer, and touched the green sleeve 
softly. Then in a blaze of certitude of joy, the warm 
blood thrilled through every vein. She was like one 
blind beginning to see. She drew in a wondering 
breath — she whispered " Harry " so low that only her 
own heart heard it. 

Nevertheless the tired man sat up with a sudden 
start, and looked — and lo ! here was what he had come 
a long, long way to seek. 

" My dear," was all he said, but presently : " Wilt 
take a landless man with a blot on his name, my 
girl?" 

" That will I, heart of my heart ! " she whispered. 

"Then I swear we will be wedded to-morrow 
morning in this place, for I have waited long enough, 
God knows ! " 

They forgot that John Meredyth was a person to 
be consulted, but Squire Trotman argued the matter 
out with such good will and ability that his old friend 
gave way. 

Long afterwards Roseia looked into the blue-grey 
eyes she loved, and saw there what death alone could 
cure — the shadow of a bitter wrong. " Had*st thou 
been a prosperous man, heart of my heart," she said 
in that tender way that deep love teaches, " you would 
not have needed me so much." 

"True, my dear! I was no good until I got a 
sweetheart to twist me round her little finger till 
death parts us. Kiss me. Rose of Meredyth, for 
that's *as sure as God's in Gloucestershire" ! 
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